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Among the capellani of the quiet monasler; of 
Haghmon, at the commencement of the fifteenth 
century, liyed one, a truly penitent and righteoua 
monk, who atoned for the excesses of his early 
life by the devotion of an enthusiast, and called 
the priesthood to their dnty by the voice of litera- 
ture, even daring the afflictions of the blind and 
the deaf. He was no Lollard. A pious priest, 
denoancing the opinions of Wickliffe, teaching that 
dissent and heresy would assuredly lead to damna- 
tion, he was yet well aware that the return of the 
leaders of his religion to their early discipline, waa 
the only chance left for restoring orthodoxy. 
His name was John Audelay, or Awdlay, as 
the name is spelt different ways in the same 
manuscript. 

A selection from the poems of this somewhat 

remarhahle writer, is presented to the reader in 

the following pages. The original MS. formerly 

belonged to Farmer, and is now in Mr. Deuce's 

b 
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collection. We have printed only a Btnall portion 
of it ; for the MS. is scarcely worthy of being 
published entire, and is, indeed, principally valu- 
able as exhibiting a faithful epecunen of the 
Salopian dialect at so early a period. The greater 
portion appears to form part of one work, the 
MS. being unfortunately imperfect; but the fol- 
lowing colophon is found about the middle of it: — 

" Finito libro> sit laua et Gloria Chrieto 1 
Liber vocatur concilium coociencie sic nominatur, 
Aut scala cell et vita ealutis eterni. 

lete liber fuit compoaitus per Johannem Awdelay, 
oapellanum, qui fuit secus et surdus, in sua visit- 
acione, ad honorem Domini nostri Jhesu Christi, 
et ad exemplum aliorum, in monasterio de Hagh- 
mon, anno Domini millesimo cccc.™" vieeesimo vi.'o 
cujuB anime propicietur Deus. Amen." 

In the following tines, which are found im- 
mediately before the colophon, he expresses, 
somewhat feelingly, the a£9ictions under which 
he laboured, and the inspiration of his muse : — 

" As I lay seke in my Ungure, 

In an abbay here be west. 
This boke I made with gret dolour. 

When I myjt not slep ne have no rest j 
Offt with my prayers I me bleat^ 

And sayd hile to heven kyng, 
I knowlache. Lord, hit is the best 
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Mekele to take thi veaetyng, 
Ellis wot I wil that I were lorne, 
Of al lordis be he blest [ 
Fore al that 30 done is fore the beat. 
Fore in thi defawte was neTer mon lost. 
That is here of womon borne. 

" Merre) je not of this laakyng. 

Fore I tne excase, bit is not I ; 
This was the Hole Gost wercheng, 

That sayd these wordis so faythfullj ; 
Fore I quoth never bot hje foly, 

God hath me chaatyst fore my levyng 1 
I thong my Gi>d my grace treuly 

Fore his gracious vesityng. 
Beware, sens, I joue pray. 

Fore I mad this with good entent, 

In the reverens of Grod omnipotent ; 

Prays fore me that beth present, 

My name is Jon the blynd Awdlay." 

Id another place, in nearly the same words, he 
apparently alludes to the errors of his earlier 
years: — 

" Merrel je no3t of this makyng, 

Fore I me excuse, hit is not I, 

Fore this of Godis oun.wr^lyug, 

That he send donn fro heren on hye, 
Fore I couth never bot he foly ; 
He hath me chastist for my levyng. 
I thonk my God my grace treuly. 
Of his gracious vesetyng." 

Nearly all Audelay's poems that hare descended 
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to UB are of a religious cast, and partake of muoh 
eantenoss. The following lines on King Henry VI 
are an exception, and by no means an unfavourable 
speoimen of his poetical talents : — 

De reg« uostro Henrico seita 
" A ! perles prj'uB, to the we pray. 
Save our kyng both ny3t and day ! 
Fore he is fnl jong, tender of age, 
Semele to se, o bold corage, 
Lovele and lofie of his lenage, 

Both perleB prince and kyng veray ; 
His gracions granseres and his grawndame. 
His fader and moderis of kyngis thay came, 
Was never a worthier ptynce of name. 

So exelent in al our day. 
His fader fore love of mayd Kateryn, 
In Frannce he wrojt turment and tene, 
His love hee aayd hit schuld not ben, 

And send him ballia him with to play. 
Then was he wyse in wers witballe, 
And tajt Franchemen to plai at the ball, 
With tenes hold he ferd ham halle, 

To castelles and eetia tLei floyn away. 
To Harflete a aege he layd anon. 
And cast a bal unto the towne ; 
The Frenchemen swere be se and sun. 

Hit was the fjmd that mad that fray! 
Anon thai toke ham to cownsele, 
Oure gradous kyng thai wold asayle. 
At Agyncourt at that batayle 

The floiure of Frawnce he fel that day. 
The kyng of Frawnce then was agaat, 
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Meaagera to him seod in luBt, 

Fore wele h« w«st hit was IxA wut 

Hem to withstond in bon6 way ; 
And prajd hjm to sese of bis onbaget 
And take Kateryn to maieagei 
Al Frawnce to him achuld do homage. 

And crotme him kyng afi^r his day. 
Of Frawnce he mad h'm anon regent, 
And wedid Kateren in hie present ; 
Into Englond anon he went, 

And croimd our queue in ryal araj. 
Of quen Kateryn our kyng was borne, 
To save our ryp tliat was fore-lome, 
Onre faders ia Frawus had won befome. 

Thai hwi hit hoU mong a day. 
ThuB was hie fader a conqueroure. 
And wan his moder with gret onoure^ 
Now may the kyug here the flonre 

Of kjngis and kyngdams in uche cnntr^ I 
On him schal fal the prc^faece. 
That hath ben sayd of kyng Herre, 
The hole croe wyn or he dye, 

That Crist habnd on good Fryday ; 
Al wo and werrea he echal acese. 
And set alle reams in rest and peae. 
And tnme to Christyndam al hevynea. 

Now grawnt him hit so be may 1 
Fray we that Lord is Lord of alk, 
To save our kyng his reme ryal. 
And let never myschip uppon him fall^ 

Ne false traytoure him to betray ! 
I pray youe, seris, of 50ur gentr€. 
Sing this carol reverently, 
Fore hit is mad of kyng Herr£, 
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Gret ned fore him we ban to pnj I 

jif he fare wele, wele schul we be, 
Or ellia we may be ful aorf ; 
Fore him achal wepe inon6 an e ; 
Thus propheciB the bljrnd Awdlay." 

Among the other portions of the MS. may be 
noticed an account of St. Paufs journey to the 
regions of the wicked ; a prayer to St. Francis ; a 
curious alliterative poem somewhat defaced, 
entitled "De tribus regis;" and a copy of the 
poem commencing " De mundus militat," which 
has been printed by Mr. Wright in his edition of 
Walter Mapes, p. 147. The MS. concludes with 
the following lines, which inform the reader that 
he may have a copy on condition that he will pray 
for the author's soul : — 

" CujuB finis bonus ipsnm totum bonnm, 
Finito libro, sit laus et gloria Christo ! 

No mon this book he take away, 

Ny kutt owte noo leef, y say for why j 

For hyt ya aacrelege, sirus, y 30W say, 
[He] beth acursed in the dede truly ; 

5ef je wil have any copi, 

Askus leeve and je shul have, 

To pray for.hym specialy. 

That hyt made jour soules to save, 

Jon the blynde Awdelay ; 

The furst prest to the J<ord Strange he was. 
Of thya cbauutr4 here in this place. 
That make thya bok by Goddus grace. 



cji-v Google 



Deeff, siefc, blynd, aa lie lay, 
C^jus anime propicietur Deua." 

With regard to the dialect in which these 
poeme are written, it would be both difficult and 
unsatisfactory to make a comparison of them with 
the present language of Shropshire. Mr. Harte- 
home has exhibited the modem Salopian dialect 
very fully ; but the similarities are not very easily 
perceptible. The tendency to turn o into a, and 
to drop the A, may be recognized in the following 
pages, as aid for hold, &c. / is still turned into 
e, which may be regarded one of Audelay's 
dialectical peculiarities, especially in the prefixes 
to the verbs ; but the eh for th or seh, so com- 
mon in Audelay, has not found a place in 
Mr. Hartshome's glossary. There is mncli 
uncertainty in reasoning oa the early provincial 
dialects, owing to the wide difference between the 
broad and the more polished specimens of the 
language of the same comity; and the present 
work can be by no means considered as affording 
an example of the broadest and purest early 
Salopian dialect. 

Nothing seems to be known of Audelay beyond 
the little that the sole existing MS. of his poems 
has recorded ; and we have already selected all the 
biographical information to be derived from that 
source The MS. Bodl. 646, formerly belonged 
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to one John Audelay, whose name ocoora in several 
places, but although of nearly tho same period, it 
may be doubted whether this person was the 
Shropshire poet. It may also be added that a 
veiy good account of the contents of the MS. of 
Audlay's poems is given in the recent Catalogae 
of Douoe's MSS., acollection now deposited in the 
Bodleian library. The mins of Haghmon Mon- 
astery, the place of the poet^s abode, still remain, 
and are, we believe the property of John Corbet, 
Esq. 

J. 0. HALLIWELL. 
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POEMS OF JOHN AUDELAY. 



I. 



In hel ne pui^atore non other plase, 

Thes gynnes wold make 300 schamyd and schent. 
And leae 50ur worchyp ia ertb and grace. 

Al day withene sene thou has 
Hou men bene slayne fore dedle synne. 

And ban vengans fore here trespace, 
Both lyve and gooUes that lesyn then 

by londjB law. 
jif thai had kept Cristis comaundment. 
Thai Bchuld never be schamyd ne cheat, 
Ne lost here lyfe, ne lond, De rent, 

nuuther hongud ne draw. 

Hel is not ordent fore ryjtwyseme[n], 
Bot fore horn that here serven the fynd ; 

No more ys a prsBon of lyme and ston, 

Bot to hom that the lanya thai done offend. 

Fore wyckyd dedys makys thevys i-schent, 
Hye on galouys fore to heng, 
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2 POEMS OF JOHN AUDELAY. 

Ther ryjiwyse men thai ban god end ; 
Fore thay bene treue in here levyng, 
trust wel therto. 
He that levys here tjjtwysly, 
On what dey that ever he dy. 
His soul never schal ponyschyd be, 

The syn of aodomi to heven 

Hit crysen on God Almy3t ; 
And monslajt with a rewful ateven 

Hit askys vengans day and ny5t; 
ExtorcyoDs ajayns the ryjt. 

And huynis that with wrong holdon be, 
Damnacion to ham hit is y-dy^t 

That usyn these, and avowtere, 
every chon. 
These synnys a mon thai done blynde. 
Fore thai be done ajayns kynde, 
And bene the werkys of the fynde 

of damn ac ion - 

Thre aynos princypaly a man doth mare, 

Murthyr, theft, and avoutre ; 
Thai wyl jou schend ore je be ware. 

Be thai done never so prevely ; 
The fynd wyl schew ham hopunly, 

That al the werd schal have wyttying; 
Fore thai bene cursyd in heven on hye, 

Al that uaus that cursid doying 

thtu wyl be achent. 
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P0BH3 OF JOHN AL'DELAY. 3 

Fore morther Cayme cureud of God waa he; 
And fore theft, thevya al day hongud tliaj be ; 
For avoutre veDgaod had kyng Dave, 

fore brekying of the aacri'tnenl. 

Avoutrfe De lechory men set not by. 

To breke the bond of the sacremeDt ; 
Thay schuld aby ful sekyrly 

Bot thai have spaae bam to repeat. 
Herefore, je cura^s, je nyl be Bcheat, 

Aad pristJB that bene lewyd in here tevyng. 
Fore to this syn je done assent 

With evyl ensampyl to other 5eTeng : 

and wretyn bit ya, 
5^ were chosen to chastyte. 
To kepe jour holy order and 50ur degre 
In perfyt Love and charite, 

and mend all other that done amy a. 

Kepe joure wedloke, 30 weddid men; 

In paradyse God fiirst hit mad, 
Betwene Adam and Eve with trew love then, 

Botli mOD and weroon therwith to glad. 
Therwith he is both plesud and payd, 

jif hit be kept laufnlly ; 
Hym selfe was borne of a mayde. 

To fulfyl that sacrement prinsypaly, 

into herth he come. 
To make ther eyrus of heven blys, 
That Lucefyr lost, and al hys, 
Monkj'nd schal hyt ajayne encrese 

or the day of dome. 
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4 POEMS OF JOHN AUDELAY. 

Nou 3ir a woman maryd schol be, 

Atioon Bche schal be bo3t and sold ; 
Hit is fore ao love of hert treuly, 

Bot fore covetyse of lond or gold. 
This ia Goddia nyl and hia lau wolde 

Evan of blood, evan good, evan of age ; 
Fore love together thus cum thai schal be, 

Fore thia makus melely maryage, 

hereiD alH-yse. 
Thai achal have ayrs ham betwene, 
That schal have grace to thry ve aod thcDe ; 
Thother achul have turment and tene 
fore covetyse. 

Tlier if no cryatour, as wreton y fynde. 

Save ooly mon that doth outrage ; 
Thu chesun here makua of here hoone kynd. 

With treesore makun here mareage. 
Nou a lade wyt take a page, 

Fore DO love, bot fore fleschely lust ; 
And al here blood dyeparage. 

This lordys and lordschips chay ben i-lost 
in mooe a place. 
Lordya and lordchypus thay wastyn away. 
That makys false ayris, hit ia no nay, 
And wele and worchyp fore ever and ay, 
onour and grace. 

Now 3if that a man he wed a wyfe. 

And hym thynke Bche plese hym nojt. 
Anon ther ryais care and stryfe; 
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POEMS OF JOHN AUDEt.AY. 

He wold here B«lle that he had bojt. 
And BCbeDchypiis here that he hath rajt. 

And takya to hym a loteby. 
These bargeya vryl be dere abojt, 

Here ore henns he ichal aby. 

He is foresworne. 
When he as chosyn hyr to his make, 
And plyjt here trovth to here y-take, 
Hy schald never here foresake, 

even ne mome. 



A3ayna al this remedy I fynde. 

Forsake ^oure syo, y jou pray ; 
To God and moo loke 56 he kynde. 

To heveii ther ia fno] nother way. 
And make ameodis wyle that 56 may, 

yt je wy] have remyssyOD, 
God je most both plese and pay, 

Or ellni' have damnadon, 

wyle ye ban spncc. 
Thua gracyoualy aaya the kyng of blys, 
5etF5e wyl mend that 56 do mysae, 
Nolo mortem peccaloris, 

36 schul have grace. 

In what order or what degre 
Hole cherche hath bound ye to, 

Kepe hit wel, I counael ye ; 

Dyaayre thou never to go therfro. 
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6 POEMS OF JOHN AUDELAY. 

Fore thou art boundon, go were ihon goo. 

When thou hast rpssajv^e]d the Bacremeot, 
Ther is no mon may hit undoo 
Bat he be cumd verament ; 

in the gospel thou sist, 
That God be law byndua y-fyre, 
Ther ys no mon that hath povere 
Hit to undo in no mauere, 

bot he be curst. 

Love jour God over al thyng, 

joure nejbore as jourselfe, as I 50U saye ; 
Let be joure othia, joure false Bwervng ; 

In clannes kepe joure haleday ; 
joure fader, joure moder worchip ay ; 

See no mon fore worldle thyng, 
Bakbyte do men uyjt ne day, 

Ne say no word to hym sklaunderyng ; 
False wytnes loke thou non bere, 

Dyiiseyte ne theft loke thou do non ; 
And lechory thou most foreswere ; 

Here beth the comaundments everychon, 

loke je kepe hem wele, 
1 rede je serve heven kyng, 
Fore ane toust or lykying, 
Have mynd apon joure eadyng 

of the payns o( helle. 

Another remede jet ther is, 

Gentyl sires, herkene to tne : 
The .vij. werkys of merc^, so have I blys. 
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POEMS OF JOHN AUDELAY. 

I wyl declare ham opoale ; 
Thai schul be scbewed ful petnysly 

At domysday at Cristis cumyng, 
Ther God and mon present schal be, 

And al the world on fuyre brennyng, 
a reuful aray : 
Then wele is hym, and wele schal be, 
That doth these workys with pete, 
He schal have grace and tnerc^ 

on domysday. 

The hungrt jif mete, the thereto 3if dryrg, 

Cleth the nakyd, as I ye say ; 
Vysyte the seke, in prisen lying, 

And bere the ded, as I the pray ; 
And herbere the pore that goth be the way, 

And teche the unwyse of thi cunnyng ; 
Do these werkys both nyjt and day. 

To Goddis worchip and his plesyng ; 
this is his wylle. 
Ever have this in thy mynd. 
To the pore loke tbou be kynd. 
Then io heven thou schalt hit fynd, 

thou schalt never spy 

Thi .V. wytlis Ihou most know, 

Thonke thi God that land ham the ; 

Thi heryng, thi seyng, as I the achewe, 
Thi syjt, thi amellyng, here be -iij. ; 

Thi touchyng, thi tastyng, here .v. ther be> 
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8 POEMS OP JOHN AUDBLAY. 

To reule the with yn thi levying ; 
God hath the grauntid ham gracionsly, 
Hym to love over d thyiig, 

hia wyl hit is ; 
jir thi .V. wyttis here hym will spend, 
Thi God thou Bchalt 003! afend, 
Bot brjDg thiseire to good end, 

into heven biye. 

Ellys a mon he were unabille, 

As a best ys of kynd; 
Better mon ys made reanabyl, 

Good and evyl to have in hia mynd ; 
And has fre choys, as we fynde, 

Weder lie wyl do good or ylle, 
Owther y-savyd or ellys y-schent, 

Owther have heven or ellus have hell, 

thou hast fre choys. 
Then I red foresake the fynd. 
To God and mon loke thou be kynd. 
And have his passyon in thi mind 

that dyed on eras. 

Thou most have fayth, hope, and charyte, 

This is the ground of thi beleve, 
Ellys i-savyd thou mat no3t be, 

Thus Poul in his pystyl he doth preve. 
Then God and mon thou schalt never greve. 

This is the ground of good levyng ; 
Then charyte he is the chif, 

Hereffore he lovys God over al thyng, 
thys wyl I prove. 
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POEMS OF JOHN AUDELAY. 

Lok ID thi merour, 

jif [hoQ love thi nejtbuure 

Then thou lovyat thi Savjoura, 

chou art trew ia thi belet 

Thi beleve is the fayth of hoU cherche, 

Soule ID hope God hath ordynd the. 
Ever good verkys that thou schuld verche. 

And be rewarded therfore in heven on bye. 
Then charyte chif callid is hee. 

Fore he counsalys ucbe mon that is levyng 
To do as thou woldest me dud by the, 

And bryng thi lyf to good endyng, 
here and hen. 
Do fore 3oure self ore je gODe, 
Or mede of God get je none, 
Bot soDe before jetone 

of kytb and of kyi>. 

Ever have pete of the pore, 

Of the goodus that God the sende ; 
Thou hast do other here tresoure, 

Ajayns the day of judgment; 
Or ellys thou achall br Hcbamyd and chent 

When thou art callid to thy rekynyng, 
Ther God and mon schal be present. 

And al the world on fuyre brennyng, 
the to a fray, 
jif thou have partyd with the pore, 
God wyl thonke the therfore. 
And in bis kyndom the restore 

the lyf that lottyth ay. 
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10 POEMS OF JOHN AUDELAV. 

The pore ichni be made domysmen 

Apon the ryche at domysday ; 
Let se houe thai cun one were then, 

For al here ryal reverent aray. 
In hunger, in cold, in thurst, weleaway I 

Afftyr here almes ay waytyng, 
Thay wold not vysete us nyjt ne day. 

Thus wyl thai playn ham to heveo king 
that is above. 
Thus we dydon myschyvysly. 
Fore hungyst, thurst, ful petuysly, 
Thai wold not on us have no pete, 

ny for thai love. 

The " day of dome ' shuld come in here, 
Vor the defawte of the wrylere. 
At the .xiij. Uef afore hyt ys, 
Seclie hyl there thou shall noli myi. 

II. 

De Concordia inter fratcea et rectores ecolesia, 
God hath grauntyd grace unto our lemyng, 

Al that we fynden fayfully wrytyn in bol^ wryt. 
That be our pacyens princypaly and holy wryting 
We schuld have consolacioun and conford, byleve 
truly in hyt. 
I Bchal say 50U the soth, that wele schul 36 wyt. 

Hit ys Godys word and his werke, and his worchyng; 
Be the grace or the Hole Gozt togedyr hit is y-knyt, 
Redle us to remembyr in oure redyng. 

And hold hit in mynde. 
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Ther 18 no mon that saved may be. 
But he have fayth, hope, aod charite, 
And do as thou wolduat me dud by the, 

to God and men be kynde. 



This foreward furst we mad at the forsstoo, 

Tofore owre fader faythely that Tolowed in ray. 
To forsake syr Sathanas his werkus everychoQ, 

And become Cristen men to byleve in God veray, 
And kepe hia comawndmentis kyndly nyjt and day, 

Ther we were croysid in a crysun with acarfulkrye; 
To this covenant was called to wytnes, y say, 

Oure godfars, oure godmoders, to stond ther us by ; 
when we myjt not speke, 
Ther thai answerd for us, 
In the name of Jhesus, 
A I thre with one woys, 

this bond we schuld nojt breke. 

Time Domintua, et maadnta serva. 

Hwo so brekys this bond, bare thai bene of blys, 

Bot thai ben salvyd of here syn or thai hens passe, 
Thw schulun way of wo, y warne joue y-wys, 

Hit Bchal be ponysched here ore henuB evere tros- 
pasae. 
Men have not this in mynd, nowther more ne lasse. 

Thai most obey obedyans that thai be bounden to. 
And mend her here mysdedys, and her matena and 
masse. 
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And kepe ihe comawndments of Crist, this deut^ most 
thai doo, 

with devocion. 
Fore thai beth ayres of heven blys, 
The fader of heven hath grauntid tiam this, 
3if thai wyl mend that thai do roys, 

to have remysByon. 

Sapienda bujus mundi stultitia apad Dominnm. 
Alas I ale the wyt of this word fallus to foly, 

Thus sayth Sttpyena forsoth in the bake of lyfe ; 
He has wyadom and wyt, I tel 500' trewly 

That can be ware or be won, and leve in clene lyve. 
Who mai kepe hyni unkyt fro a kene knyfe, 
jif he boldly that blad touche in hia tene ; 
No more may a mon here, maydon ne wyfe, 

Fle«e God unto his pay hot his consyaos be clene; 
ensBumpyl I make, 
Who may here serve a lorde, 
Bot jif he hold hym fo[r]warde 
He getys never reward, 

y dare undertake. 

Si quia diUgit me, sermonem meum Bervabil. 

He that sayth he lovys his Lord, on hym take good eme, 

And kepus not bb comawndmentes as a Cryetyn mon, 

Leve he is a lyere, his dedis thai done hym deme 

Fore he schuld walkethe same wayes hb Lord had 

igone. 
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Elljs lely hit is loke tiiat treusone ys ther non. 

Fore he schuld sew his soferayns, and his sancour ; 
This may je kyndle know bit is treu as ane ston. 
He lese al his lyve-days, aDiJ his labour, 

and stondis in gret drede. 
He that is untreu to hi^ lorde, 
Outher in dede or in word, 
The law wyl hym reward 

dfth to his mede. 

Vol popnli Toi Dei. 
I Marcol the more fole, mon, on my mad wyse, 

1 send the brod Salamon to say as I here, 
Hou homle hosbondmen here hertys thai aryse. 

Thai woldon thai wrojton wysely that schuld ham 
lede and lere. 
Do thi message mekely to pryst and to frere, 

Thai are the lanternys of lyf ye lend men to ly3t, 
Bot thai be cajt with covetyse, with conxcioua unclerc, 
Ajeyns the lauys of here Lord reson and ry5t, 
hit is nojt iinknow ; 
Comawnd hem in al wyte, 
Never on olher dai dar dyspyse. 
Fore here cursid covetyse 

here home is e-blaw. 

Ubi est tbesaunu tuns, ibi et cor toum erit. 
Counsel bam fro covetyse, curgi<l mat lie be. 

He wyl hem lede to here lost and lyke to be lore, 
5if thai fowyn his fare thai fallyn to foly. 

He wyl ham gyde gylfulley, and goo hem before. 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



14 POEMS OF JOHN AUDEI.AY. 

H&re thai never so mekjl mok he wyl have more, 

With vylis and with wrongus he wj[ hit ay wjn. 
He is ankyDd and uncurtes ; he kepis not to restore 
That he takjs amys to nu maner mon, 
bent hia ending ; 
Then is he a traytour. 
Fore he trustya to his eecatour. 
He Bchuld his soule aocour 

here in his levyng. 

Ante ocdloa taos ne videaot vuiitatem. 
Dispiaeyou no pristhod, brother, 1 the pray, 

Bot veyo glory and here vysis and here vaoit^ ; 
Bed ham mend that ihay do mys, spare not to say. 
Fore her dedos wyl Item deme jif thai be gylte. 
Thai schuld rader repreve the synnys that thai se, 
Rennyipg and reynying in the reume al aboote. 
And clause here consyaos elene and kepe cbarite; 
Then myjt thai say a sad say, and stood out of doute 
in al mens sy^t. 
Therofthe pepul wold be fayue. 
Fore to cum home asayne. 
That hath goon gatis ungayne, 

for defaute of lyjt 

Quod natura dedit, nemo totlere potent. 
Uche best that ys blest, togeder thai wyl draw, 

Be kynd to the cuntre that thai come fro ; 
3et thai ben unleryed, unwyae in the law, 

Bot as nature has ham noryi-chld, hit nedus no noder 
to do. 
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We were put in paradise to have wele witbouljD woo, 
Hent ve had unblest brokyn the commauDdoientu of 
our kjng. 
That is lord of all lonlya, were beoe one moo, 

Tbatmai uaulveofouresore ourebotyoglo ui brfog? 
(bat lord be be blest I 
I rede je draun to 30ur kyug. 
Fore one luat or lykyng. 
Pray hem vrith here precbyog, 

to set mon soule in reat. 



What WHS Abel the worse thaj Kayme his borne broder 

Were curaid for bis covetyse sod his crenel dede ; 
No more ys a good prest the worse fore another. 

That wyl love his Lord God, hym serve and drede. 
Make moche of a good mon, on hym take good hede, 

Loke ye bite not bayard for bryd ne for bread ; 
As a sete may be savyd and schal the better spede, 

Xhro3 the prayere of a good prist, an boM and an hynd, 
that kepys his ordore; 
He whot never hou sone 
God wyl here his bone. 
And al that here wele done, 

heryd ys here prayoure. 
Declimte a me, msligui, elc 
5if ther be a pore prest, and spiritual in spiryt. 

And be devout, with devociounhisservyseeyngandsay, 
Thay Ukon hym to a lossere, and to an epocryte, 

3if he be bese in his bedus tite prynce of beven to pay, 
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And holde hym in hole cherche dole uche day, 

Oute of the curse of compane, 
And Cis] Itepe his concyans dene, 

He ys a nythying, a 0051, a negard, thai aay : 
Bot 3if he folou big felows, his chekys mai be ful \ene, 
on hym men han no mynde, 
A holy preiit men set not by, 
Therfore ther beoe bot feu truly. 
Thai kepe not of herecumpany, 

to hom men beth unkyndp. 



. iDcrepusti Buperbos, muledicti qui decUoant anuuilJB. 

Dure geotyl ser Jone, joy hym mot betyde. 

He is a mere nion of mony among cumpane, 
He con harpe, he con syng, his orglus ben herd ful wyd. 

He wylno5t spare his prese to apund his selare; 
Alas be ner a parsun or a vecory, 

Be Jhesu I he is a gentylmon and jolyle arayd, 
His gurdlis harneschit with silver, his baalard hongus bye, 

Apon his parte pautener uche mon ys apayd, 
both iiiaydyn and wyfe ; 
I-fayth he shal no5t fro us gon. 
Fore oure myrtb hit were e-don 
Fore he con glad ua everychon, 

y pray God hold his Ijve. 



Thus this wyckyd world is plesid with vanite, 

And wrathyn God wyttyngly unwyaely evermore, 
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God of his gret grace graunt hem that beth gutte 
Here my ssu and here roysdedus to mend here tberforej 
- And let hem uever fore here lust, Lord, be forelore. 
But aend sorewe in here hert here iynnus to tHake, 
Into thi curte and thi kyngdain Lord hem restore ; 
From al temtacioun and tene the Treuete us take, 
his he^tis to fulfyl. 
Here schul 36 here anon 
Of men of relegyon. 
What lyfe thay leedon, 

Goddus heest to fulfyl. 

Reiigio munda et immncukta. Hoc est preceptum nteum ut 

diligatia invicem. 
I move these mater to monkys in a meke inaner. 

And to al rel^yous, that beth i-blesi by Goddis 
ordynans; 
Forst Saynt Benet hom enformyd to kepe hem cloyater, 

In povert and in prayerys, in prive penawa, 
And to abeyd abslinens and forsake abundans, 

To sle the lust of hore lycam, and bore lykyng, 
And olsey obedyans and kepe observans : 

Both in cloyctyr and in (joere fioidyth sylens fore ane 
thyng, 

and to God and mon be kynde ; 
And ryse at midnyg3t out of here ryst, 
And pray fore here gooddeers as bred i-blest, 
And depert here almyH lest hit be lest, 

fore the founders that hem fynd. 

Fore in the rewle of rdygyous ther may je rede, 
Hou the graceouB goodys of God schuld be spend, 
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Uche preson scbuld h&ve hUpart after that he batlned, 
AndcastbitaliDComjD the goodysthatGod ham send; 

And leve not lyke leudmen,fore schame, Ie8t3e be schent. 
That steren slryf and wrath because of covetyng. 

36 scbuld have no propurt^, on the pore bit schuld be 

And hold up 5oare bonshold and joure housyng, 
and let hem not adoune ; 

And herbore the pore per ckaryte. 

And 3ef mete and dreng to the nede. 

And cumford hem that woful be, 

ellis be je no relegyon. 

Serrila Domino in timore, at exultste el cum tremore. 
Both in cloyster and in quere when that thai syng and 

Aperle el dUtincU ban tnynd for ham thay pray. 
And kepun her pausus and her poyntes, elles myjt thai 
gete no mede. 
Fore thus sayth here sorereyns sothely to say ; 
Mi pepyl praysy me with here lyppus, here hertis ben 
far away ; 
Fore thai be cajt with coretyse, that schal ham cast 

To the worchip of this world thai wryn fro me away, 
Thu ban no lykyng ne no lust to lerue apon niy lare ; 
to me thai beth unkyod, 
Ajayss my gret goodnes 
ThEu ohewyii me unbuxumnes. 
And I graunt ham forejifnes, 

thai have not this in mynd. 
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Thus he provys 5oure prayers and jour «pir[it]uaUe j 
For when je prayyn to jour God, je spekyn with hym 
in spirit, 
Aod ;if je reden in hole wryt he speke ajayo with the, 
Remembyrjou redely vben je red, that may je wyl wy t; 
Takeknowlache at joure cousiaoB, fore tber hit ie y-knyt ; 
Thus sayth Marke sotfaelj, Mathou, Louke, and Jon, 
No moD mese in this mater Dy in Holy Wryt, 
For al the iiij> doctors acordon al in hon, 

and cterkys of devpnete, 
Thai conferme the same. 
And comawndon in Cristis name. 
Hole wryt no mon blame, 

hit is Goddis privete. 



Beatua qui intelligit aaper egennia et pouperem. 

Fayne mai be the fadyrs and al the fonders. 
That suetyne or sokere relygious in one way; 

And so mai be sothli al here good doars, 

That prayin for bom besyly both nyjt and day. 

When jour care is y-cluggnn and caste into day, 

Hore matyns, here masse fore bam thai red and syng. 

When al the welth of this world is went from hem away. 
Then the bedis of hole cherche thai beth abydying, 
fore ever and for ay. 

And do jou dredles out ofdrede, 

Thai schal have Heven to here mede. 

That socures religyous at nede, 

c2 
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Lokys, lordus, to joure Irffe and to jour levyiDg, 

For I am toucbid upon the tong, tlie soth Tor to nj. 
That je be leders of tbe lond jete 30a lovyng, 

Andcaltbeclarg^tojourcounsel.thatberynCristukay, 
And holdist up bole chercbe theprynceofHeven to pay. 

That did lest dedle sun this reme wyl dystry, 
For the lauys of this loud ben lad a wrong way, 

Both teiuperall and spiritual I tel 30U treuly, 
even up-so-doune. 
jif Goddus lawys 36 dystry, 
And holy cherche set not by, 
Then farewell the clergy. 

Hit is 3our daranacion. 

Ronora Eteimi tuuni de tub lubsMnciiK. 

Takyx faire ensampyl be 3our faders that were 30U before, 
How thai worchypd hole cherche hyly to Godys 
honore ; 
Therfore thai blessun her burth, and the bodys that ham 

For thai knowyn wel in her consians hitwas her tresoure. 

Porasharlordchipand herelondys hit farya asafloure. 
This day hit ys fresche, to-morow hit is fadyug ; 

A sad ensampyl forsoth 30ur soule to socour. 
And do as 3oure faders ded before here in here levyng, 
hit is fore the best 
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Do fore 3oure self or je gone, 
Trust not to aoother mon, 
ElluB med of God get je non, 

bot then je be e blest. 

Qui perseTeraverit uaque in finem, bic aalios erit 
Redele these relegyos men schul have hyj reward, 

5if thai kepyo her cloyster and here comawndiuent ; 
Fore OQe fonding of the fynd fulfyl 30ur forward, 

And castis airai covetyse that is cause of cumbermeDt, 
And kepe 3oue clene in chaetytfe, to charite aaent. 
What sad 5our soveren to his dyssiples when he dyd 
wesche hem, 
And knelud lowly apon hia koen to fore his blessidcovent. 
And be-toke horn this tokyn, diligatia inmcem P 
As I have lovyd 30W, 
Then joyful schal 3e be. 
For in my kyngdom 3e sohul me se. 
And sit apon my dome with me, 

my counsel scbal je knowe. 

Withdraw 36 not from hole cberche, 3our faderee han 
3even before 
To the prelaiis and the prystis fore bom fore to pray; 
Bot 36 han grace of God hit to restore, 

36 schul 3ild a earful counte on dredful domys-day. 
Y rede je mend 3our mysdedus here wyle je may. 

And let no oursid counsel cast }ou in care ; 
Fore al tbe. worchyp of this word hit wyl wype sone 
away. 
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Hit follus and fedys forth so dotb a chere fayre, 

Thenke wel on Ihis ; 
Thu bene acursid be Goddis law. 
The goodya of faol^ cherche that witfadrawe, 
That other ban jevea in holdoun dais, 

(o mayntyn Godys servyge. 



Qiud prodest homiiii, a univereum mundum lucretur. 
Thus have I cumford 30a, covens, and counsel 30U fro 

I rede }e obey obedyeos that 36 bene bowndon to ; 
Then schu] je blis 30ur byrth and the bodyms that joue 

For }e forsake this wyckyd word to have wele with- 
out woo. 
This may 30 know kyndle y fayth both frynd aod fo. 

Remember 30U of the rychemen and redle on hia end, 
What is reches, his reverans, his ryot bro3t hym to, 
Sodenle was send to hel with mone a foul fynde, 
to serve ser Salanas ; 
Fore to his God he was unkynd. 
The lazar he had not in his mynd, 
Fore worldys worchip hit com hym biynd, 

therefore be syngys, alas I 

Humilitas est r&dix otnnium virtntum- 

Ever have mekenes in your mynd, relegyouse.1 50U rede, 

And use vertays, and leve visibal vayne and vanet4. 

Fore 3if je love jour Lord God his lauys thai wyl 30W 

Into his court and his coindom, were ys no vayn glorie, 
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That tinrytting sum forsotbe b1 verteug hit duystiyj 

Hit lad LuG^rer to him Iob that was aa angel dere, 
God had claryryud hym bo cleae of his cortmy, 
He By3 the Trinyte apere withio his body clere, 
then euterd in hym envy. 
Whan he bade aeyne this gloryis ayjt, 
He wolde wni#t bym bis myjt, 
Anoon he M dotrne ryjt 

into hel sodenly. 

Qui w ezaltBt humiliabituc. 
A sad ensampyl forsoth to al relygyoua men. 

That bene cajt with covetyse to be sit in bye astate ; 
Thai moat hem ground furst in grace, hemselve know 

and ken, 
Ellys the worchip of this vorld hit wyl sone abate. 
je most have mekenea and merc^, hyjnea of bert bale, 
And werche not faafter wylfulnes bot wysdam to 3oue 
cal; 
After chec for the roke ware fore the mate. 

For }if the fondment be false, the werke most nede 
falle, 

withyn a lyty stounde. 
No mon make a covernour, 
Bot yt bit be to Godye honour. 
His worchip wyl fare aa floure, 

and gud to grounde. 

Non hanorem sed onna accepere Domen honcniB. 
Ther is no worchyp wyt bit bot a gret charche, 
To take the name of a stale and of bye honour ; 
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Fore both to God and to iqod thou most ued be lat^e. 
Fore thou art choson fore chif and made here cover- 
nour. 
ThenlokethougroundetheinGodanddredethiSaveoure, 
That wyl cal the to thicountua, and to thi rekyovDg ; 
How thou hast doDe thi deute and treuly thi devour, 
And spend his goodya princypaly to hia plesyng, 
fore this most thou nede. 
5if thou hast spend more fore the worde, 
Tlieo fore love of thi Lord, 
The law wyt the reward 

deth to thi mede. 

Concilium meum non est cum impiiB. 
A foul defaute feythfuly in hole Cherche we fynde, 

To let lordJB or leudmen make electioun, 
Thai schul not know jOur counsel, hit is a^ayn kynde, 

Fore thia cause Saynt Thomas eoferd deth and passyon. 
jour chapytre schuld be cownsel and confession ; 
And now boldly theryn thay man ne boy halle ; 
Thus these preletus of her prevelache thay deprevon. 
There holy chirche was fre now thay make hit tbral, 
and leson worcbip and grace. 
To let lord or leudmen, 
Know of 30ure coreKeoo, 
Ye men of relegyon 

helh curaid in that case. 

Legas meits custodite, dicit DonuDUB. 
je schuld rather sofyr deth, payn, and passyon, 

Then lesti the love ofjoure Lord and let down bislaue; 
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Coreid covetjse hit is tbe cause, prid, presomseon, 
3e beth ungroundid id grace, jour God je cou not 
knowe, 
3ourdedu3di:meys5ouedredle9,dcvocioun hit is withdraw, 
5e han chasid away charite and the reule of relegyon; 
Al gesUe grace and holeues hit is lajd ful lowe, 
Thus have je pot hole cherche to gret coafiisiouD, 
aod made jourselfe thral. 
Godys lauys je han suspend, 
Hereftire je wyl be schamyd and chend, 
Bot ye han grace jou to amend, 

ful dere ab; je scbal. 

Qnid prodast hoauni, si nuiversuni mimduin lucretiiT. 
Thenke on the cur«id covetyee toon, that to hymself gon 
say, 
Ete and drenke, and make the mere, — this word is at 
thi wyl. 
A voyae onswerd hym aoon, to-morw or hit be day, 

Thi soule sodcniy schal be send into the fouyre of hel. 

Fore thou trustis more to thi tresoure and to thi catel, 

Then in the love of thi Lord, that al thi wele hath 

Thou earful caytyf the curst, hit is treu that I the tell. 
Thou acbuldyst thonke thi Lord God that with his 
blod the bo5t: 

to hym thou art unkynd, 
Tberfore datnnyd schalt thou be. 
Into hel perpetually, 
Witboutyn grace and mercy 

world witboutyn end. 
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Qui vtdt venire post me abneget semetipsum. 
Bot he that wyl come after CriBt, 

And kynd^S bere his cros. 
And crucyf^ his caren with love and charyte, 

Leve thou me that his love schal not turne to lesse. 
Both fore his tneryd and h ja mede renardfd schal he be, 

Tber is do tong that c<hi tel, hert thenkene ye se. 
That joye, that jocuDdnes, thatJhesus wyl joyn hym to. 

Ne the melode, ne the myry minstrasye, 
Hit is without comparisoun wele withouteu woo, 

and love that lastis ay. 
That joy hit schal never sesae, 
Bot ever endoyre and e5ever encreeeie ; 
Tbu( with rest and with pesse 

I make a loveday. 

Ftuxnt et Teritatem diligite, ait Bominus omnipotens. 
My blessid broder Salamon, spesialy I the pray 

Meve this mater maysterfully to prest and to frere, 
Spare not to say the soth and make a loveday 
Loke thou core not favel ne be no flaterer. 
T am hevy in my hert and chaunget al my chere. 

To wyt leud men unlfryd Ia5 ham to scorne, 
They were belter unborne and bro3t on a bere, 

Bot 3if thai mend here mysdede y lykyn hem belorne 
and kepe charile. 
Fore mon soule thai schuld save, 
No spot of sun thai schuld have. 
Alas 1 I trou that thai rave, 

Lord, benedycite I 

Fore Bchryfle and fore trental thai scorne al this stryf, 
jif bit because of govetyse, cursud then thai be ; 
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5ir thai tovea more here luconr tiien the loule lyve. 

Lytnl deynteth of here doctrine and of he.n djgnite. 
For thai vere chosun to be cbut and kcpe cbaryte, 

And cast away covety* U cause of carobennenl, 
And be a dene kalender the aekelen on to aee, 

Ellys with cbencbip and Ttth chame thai wjll tw 
e-chent, 

thai «t<MMl in gret drede. 
Pray ham al for charyte. 
To save mon aoule spesialy, 
Ellys woful achal thay be 

for her fatshede. 

sa lioguia hominuiD k)qiiar et angelonua, ouitakim aalen 

I say the, broder Salamon, tel in thi talkjng, 

Puist of the frerys thus meve thou may, 
or here prevelache, and of here prayrya, and here prech- 
ing, 
And of here clei^6 and dannes and onest any. 
}if thou say not the soth, then may won say. 

That thou art lead and unlerd and letter cansteth non ; 
5ir thou touche the treuth, truly thou hem pray. 
Fore to holde the excusid everichon, 
jif hit be here wyl. 
I hold hit bot a leude thyng 
Fore to make a lesyng. 
To God hit his displesyng, 

ontherloud or styl. 

Vos amid mei eetiB, a facetitis qiue prmcipio vobis. 
The furat founders of the freres of the iiij- ordyrs, 
Weren iiij, be[rn]es i-blest of oure Saveour I say, 
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And be-tolcyn liere bokys and bnggus to be be^ers. 
To preche the pepul apert the Priuce of Heftveo to 
pay. 
To heron, to beg, to put schame bothe away. 

To by and to byle with here be^yng. 
And pray for her good doerys both nyji and day. 
That sendus ham here austynans and her levyng 
here ia this worlde. 
Ny5t and day contynualy. 
Fore bom thai prayn speaealy. 
In matyns, meue, and no more, 

to her lovely lord. 

Petite et aociinetis. 
Whosoevor sparys fore to speke epai^s for to spede, 
And he that spekys and spedys nojt, be tpellys the 

I do joue dene out of dout and dredles out of drede, 
Better ia to speke and sped.lhea hold hit in raynd; 

Foremoae hannemone manners, and monybeth unkynd, 
Unclene in here consyans because of covetyse. 

Spek and have I the hete, seche and thou schalt fynd, 
Ellys may thou fal in myschif and fare al aiiiy»»e; 
Dyk not thig with nay. 

Asay thi frynd or thou have nedei 

And of his answere take good hede. 

Thou getyst no good withontyn drede, 

bot jif thou byd or pray. 



Qunrite et in 

3if ye wyl jif ham of your good without beggyng, 
Thai wold nowther begge lie borou, thus dare I say ; 
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And fjnd hem hem here houahold &nd here housyng, 

Nouther by ne byld I red je ssay; 
Behold, synis, apon here chyrche, DOw I jou pray, 

ApOD here beltys, on here bokys, aad here byldvDg, 
ApOD here prechyng, her prayes, her reverent aray. 

Thai pase al other meo id here gnvemyng, 
I whot hit is no nay. 
Thai play not the folc, 
ConteDualy thai go to scole, 
Lordys worchip han thai wole, 

and poton t'olys away. 



IS mercede eua ; ego autem meadicus sum 

Sum men sayn these sele frerys thai han no oonsyans, 

A mon to take vii. salerys x. trental }if thai may. 
And cast ham in a hogpoch togediir fore to daunce, 

Hit ys no ferly ihB3 the folke in horn thai han no fay. 
I lekyn ham to Judas that Crist he con betray. 

Because of hiii covetyse he 8oid his soferayn ; 
So to begyle the sele pepul and greve God, weleaway 1 

Rededele thai ben racenowryji and non religyons men ; 
that schal han reuful sore. 
Hit is asayns Godya ordenans 
To covet more then joure sustynajii. 
This makys debat and dyatans, 

and mend jou, syrua, herefore. 

X^ aut«m mendicus aiaa et pauper. 
Sothly hit is wel be-set at my wetyng. 

The grace and the goodness that men done hem here ; 
Hit provys wel apirt by here levyng. 

To put hom to povert in goche a nianere. 
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jet thai makyn mooe men ful mekuslychere, 

With the grace and the goodys that God here horn 
■ende, 
Wyiele and wytle and wittle the lend thai vyl here 
Her mys and her myadedis her to amende; 

why Bchuld men be wroth? 
Sethying God sendya horn of his sond, 
Withoutyn ploj or londe. 
Ore salere of kovenande, 

mete, and drinke, and cloth. 

Frstre», noloious vos ignorare Teiiutem. 
I wyl not faver joue, frerys, with no flateryng, 
je were better unborn then fore to be to bolde ; 

Passe not 50ure prevelage because of covetyng. 
Fore this tale treule apoa joue hit is told ; 

Of soche that knoiienbomgult^agaynsme thai wold, 
And I repreve no presthod bot here lend levying, 

For to stond at a stake bren ther y wolde ; 
jif y say falsle at my wyttyng, 

biynd as y am, 
To me hit were a slawnder 
To lye apon my broder, 
I wold han fayne forther 

but songe locum acam. 

Attendite a. Eslau propheds. 
Beth faythful, je frerys, in jourfay, le tbe jour flateryng. 
Preclie the pepul pryncypaly the Prince of Heven 
to pay. 
Pi I not the pore peple with your prechyng, 
Bot be^e at abundand and at rycbe aray : 
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36 may mete moae meo ;e walkyn be the way, 

That bene oede and nedful, aud woful begoon. 
That ave apeay in bere perse thaj 36 beg aod pray, 
AjajruB XX. of 30UK j trou thai have not hone: 
this is no charyt^, 
For to beg at the pore, 
36 schuld haven here socoure 
Of that 3e potyn in tresoure, 

en ham have pel^. 

Estote misericordes, sicut Pater Teeter misericorB est. 
Thus 36 tecbjn truly to al maaer men, 

For to part with the pore, on ham have pite ; 
As je counsel other, y counsel 30U then. 

To solans ham, to socourham, in here fyrmete. 
EUys, lele, bit is lyke je have no charete, 

36 Bchul schew good ensampyl to the soule-hele; 
Men waytyn apon 3our werkya, y tel jou wytterly. 
As 36 techen other to do 36 don never a dele, 
beth secbe as 36 seme ; 
A prechur schuld lyve parfytly, 
And do as he techya truly, 
EUys hit is ypocresy, 

jour dedus that doth 30U deme. 

Nullom maluui pro mido reddentea. 

'He that wyl not forther these frerus wyllun ban no 

hamie, 

Wyl thiu loven her lord God thai mow not fare amys j 

Thenk on the leyth lazarwasborneinlo Abragus barme. 

With his povert and his payne he bo3t hym heven blys. 
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Fore tJie ryche mon hym rerusp.d be farytb al amys. 

And lyus law with Lucefyr lejyat in hel. 
Parte with these pore frerus, 5our fader wyl hit his, 
Lsat the case on joue fall that on hym berelle; 

3e schuld fyode liit fare the best : 
Do as thou woldus me dud be the ; 
Apon thi broder thoa have petk. 
Depart with hym, aud he with the, 

then be thai both y-blest. 

Ignoianlia non exoiuU ucerdotem. 
Mone men of hole cherche thai ben al to lewd, 

I lelcyn ham to a bred is pynud in a cage : 
Wben he hath shertly hymselfe al be-scberewd. 

Then he begynnys to daunce, to harpe, and to rage : 
Fore he is lend and understond not his oune langwage, 

Therfore he setlys therby not a lylyl prise, 
Fore he had lerd hit in his jouthe and in his 5enge age. 
And castis hym never to lerne more, and att her oun 
devyse ; 

I say jow fore why. 
Thus lead men thai can sey. 
He is an honest prest in good faye, 
jif iiis goune be pynchit gay, 

he getis a salary. 

Legere et non intelligere est quasi non legerc. 
Now 3if a pore mon set hys son to Oxford to scole. 

Both the fader and the moder hyndyd thay schal be ; 
And jif ther falle a benefyse, hit schal be jif a fole. 

To a clerke of a kechyn, ore Into the chauncere ; 
This mabys the worchip of clerkys wrong fore to wry. 
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Seth eelcelar men schol bave moti soulys in kepyogj 
And pytton here penonache to fenne to a bayt^. 
And cattoD donne here howses and here houBjog, 
Here paryacbun dystroy ; 
Clerkys that ban cunnyng, 
Schuld bare monys soule in kepyng, 
Bot thai mai get no vaunayng 

Without symony. 

Qui intiat in orile niii per hcatiimi, il]e hr est et Utro. 
Symony is a sun forbedun be the laue, 

Hyly in holy cberche no mon hit use. 
And fro that dredful dede je Bchul jou withdraw, 

EIIuB tiie lauyi of God $e doth not bot dyapyae; 
Curatis that beth unkunyng, hem je tchuld refuse. 
And aspy pore provyd clerkys among the clergy, 
And jif hem awannsment and a benefyip. 
To save synful soulya with here felecet^, 
Goddys wyl bit ys. 
Cnratus resident thai schut be, 
And aid bousbold oponly, 
And part with the poro that beth nede, 

And mend that je do mys. 

In trea paries dividite rernm ecdraiEs sabBtantiam. 
The furat princypale parte lungus to jourlevyng; 

The ij. part to hole church to hold his honest^ ; 
The iij. part to jour parechyngs that al to joue bryng, 

To horn that faylun the fode, and fallun in poverte. 
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ThuB the goodys of hole cheroh sohuld be spend spe- 
cyaly; 
Both jour mery t and jour mede in heaven schulje harej 
Al Cristyn men on Crist wold thai crye, 

ffor the bode and the Boule bothe do je save. 
Here in this word ; 
That suBteyne ham both ojjt and day. 
And techyn to heven the rode way, 
Pryncepal fore joue thai wold pray 

To here gracioui Lord. 

Apprphendite discipluuua, ne quuido nascatur. 
Trule, I trow, this rewme where chamjd and chent, 

Nere ther foretheryagofthe frerys and here prechjDg, 
Fore the seculars pristia talce oon entent, 

Bot to here leudnea and her Iu9t and here lykyng; 
Thai beth nothing covetese to lerne no conyng. 

The laus 'of here Lord God to know and to ken, 
Hit demya wele be here dedys thay have no lovyng 
Norther to God ne goodness, ne non to odyr men ; 
This is a gret pete. 
Here hole order when that thai tuke. 
Thai where exampnyd apon a boke, 
Godya iauys to leme and to loke. 

And kepe chary te. 

Aocipite juguin caatilatis. 
Cierkys were choton to be chast and kepe charyte. 

With alle here wyt, and here wyl.and here worchyng. 
And be a clene calender the lend men on to se, 
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And not to stere stryf and wrath fore tore covetyng. 
Hit is a schenchyp and a schame and a Bclawnderyng, 
A5a;ns the order of bole cberch and Goddys orden- 
awna, 
Frestb fore to covet al, tlie frerys to ban do thyng, 
This dole is undeule dalt, hit maketfa dystaDs, 
And al tliai beth breder. 
And aethen thai serven won Lord, 
thai schuld never be at dyscord, 
Nonther in ded nor in word, 

But ychoQ part with othyr. 



Enmt illis oumui oammama. 
In ActibuB Apoatolorum tber may 50 rede, 

Hou the goodysof hole chercheeumtymewerei-sempde, 
Ucbe postyl had his part ryjt aa he had nede, 

Thai cast hit al in comyn the goodys that God hym 
aende; 
Curet covetyae forsothe the clerge bath y-blynd. 

That schuld be lanterns ly5t in hole cherche to bren, 
And chasud away charyte, therfore thai wyl be chent. 

And turne hemself fro the treutli and marrun other 

More arme b ; 
Thai pottyn hamselfe iu gret parel, 
Fore treuly the pepul thai schuld tel 
And woriie ham of the payns of hel. 

And mend that thai do mys. 
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Ecee qtum bontim et qiuun Jocundum. 
Take tent to tbia tyxt, pratis, I 50u pray. 

Habitare temper fratrea in tautm, 
lliiu Davit ID the Sauter lothle oon he say, 

Crut of hii curt«we to curatis loke his kay. 
Mon BOul with mekenea to have in kepyng. 

With the treuth of here touDg to teche hem the way, 
Throj the vij. sacrementis here soule to blia bryng. 

God grauntyth hem hia pouere 
To asoyle that wyl rppent, 
And scbryve hem clene with good entent, 
And do here penana verament, 

Wyle Uiat thai ben here. 

)&go mm putor bonna. 
The ground of at goodnea curatis scbuld be the cause. 

And kiiyt hem kyndly togedur al the clerg^ 
And leve here leudnes and here lust and lem Godys 

With here cooyng and clannes dedle synnus dystroyt 
Both the fleache and the fynd false covetys defye. 

With merc£ and with mekenes the treuth for to teche, 
The comawndmentis of Crist to kepe kyndly. 

To-fore the pepul apart thus schuld he preche, 

fibre je ben scbeperdya al one ; 
Then Crist to Peler, what said he ? 
" My keyis I betake to the, 
Kepe my schepe fore love of me, 

That they pertsche never on." 
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The prophecy of the prophetiu al Dowe hit doth apere, 

That eumtyme was aajA be the clergy. 
That leud men the laue of God that schuld love and lere, 

Forecuratis fore here covetyaenold couiitD03l therby, 
Bot to talke of her tythys j tell 30U treuly ; 

And 5if the secular say a soth anon thai beoe e-schent, 
And lyen upoa the leudmen and mjh hit 'a loUere ; 

Thus the pepul aad the priatis beth of one aaent, 
They dare no noder do: 
Fore dred of the clerge 
Wold dampnen hem unlaufully. 
To preche upon the peier^. 

And bren hem after too. 



De Tobifl QUI dicitifl malum bonum et bouum Tnnlnm 
Lef thou me a loller, his dedis thai wyl hym deme, 

}if he withdraue his deutes from hole clierche away. 
And vyi not worchip the croo; on hym take good erne, 
And here his matyns and his masse upon the haleday. 
And belevys not in the sacrement, that hit is God reray, 
And wyl not schryve him to a prest on what deth he 
dye. 
And settis nojt be the sacramenlis sothly to say, 
Take him fore a loller y teljou treuly. 
And false in his fay ; 
Deme hym after his saw, 
Bot he wyl hym withdrawe, 

Never fore hym pray. 
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Coniiote inqtiiebM, qui Tohmt intelligere nt 1 
Tha5 the pepyl be nerer so lend in here levyng. 

And brekun the comawndementea of Crist, and 
wykud werka worch. 
They may go mery al the 3ere for ane reprevyog, 

Outher of penoQ, or of prest, or men of hole cherche. 
Bot jif thai faile thus, or achof another that widi thai 
groche, 
Comawnd in Crlstis name her techyngto hem bryng. 
Ellis a lecter of sentens thu wyl on hem sorche. 

Hit cemysthat to the cele soole thtu have no levyng. 
Thus may 36 wel knowe, 
Y pray eerys that je aapye, 
Houe contemnys lechore. 
Have be cordit with the constere, 

Vola verede voo. 

Videte rectores ecclesice, ne propter lucnim dunpnetis uumu 
Cbriatiaiias. 
Alas I that thes offecers of hol^ cherchis lane 

Lettyth these lend men lye in here ays. 
That dredun nothyng here domus hem to withdrawe. 

Fore mede the maydya mantens hem tberin, 
Because of ser covetys is neyre of here kyo, 

May do with mon of hole cherche bolle his entent. 
The wyf and the hosbond he mai part atwyn, 
Thaj thai be bouadoD to God be the sacrement. 
He wyl dyssever hem two ; 
And 56 1 the gospel hem dos lere. 
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That God commus tt^eder j fere, 
There is do moo that hath ponere 

That BBcremeDt uncloo. 

Episoopns debet eaee ^e crimine, et conigere rectores eoclesue, 

sicut Tult regpoodere coram Sumuio Judice. 
Thus oure blesnuij byscop, dene offecialle, 

Sofers tbes sekelers in here syjt to bud opynly, 
Tbaj thai to here coostri horn to here court call, 

Thu mercjD hem with moa6 and med prevely ; 
Thai achuld put hom to prayers aud to peuaus opunly, 

Fore opun syn opuo penans, this ia Godys laue. 
3if je wyl serche the soth here is remede, 

Tlien wold thai dred 3our domys and sone hom with- 
draw, 

Aud kepe Godya laus. 
Curatis the soth thai dar not say, 
fibre thai be worse levers then thai, 
ADd leven in gyo for day to day. 

So thai beth the cause. 

InoUDft cor meiun, Deiis, in leatiraoDia tna, et dod sririiiam. 
}e curatis, fore jour covetys je castun in the new fayre. 

The churches that je byn chosuo to be Godus grde- 
nauos. 
And calluD hit permetocion cuntreys about to kayre, 

Bot }if ;e han pluralytia bit is not pleians. 
I preve the pope principalj ys worthy to have penauDce, 

That grauntue aoe secbe grace because of covetyng. 
Hit doua dysese in hole cbercbe and makys bot dys- 
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A moD to have iiij. benefyse, anoder do lyvyDg, 
This ja not Gody a wyL 

The furet benefyoe je ben bound to, 

je ahuld not desire to go therfro, 

And tak a levyng and no more, 

Lest je 5our soulis spyl. 

Nemo potest duobns domimB servire. 
;e schul make no marketys, ae no marchandy^, 

Nouther for to by ne to sel for lucre, I say ; 
Hit chasis avay charyte jour covetyae, 

Alle 3our goosfly grace bit wypis dene away. . 
Who may serve two lordie and bothc to here pay, 
That IB, this wyckyd word and God to plesyog 7 
jit je serve not jour God, the fynd wyl jou fray. 
When 56 bun callud to jour counlys and to jour 
rekenys, 

That moat je nede ; 
y{ je have servyd the worlde. 
And be nntreue to ^our Lorde, 
The laue wyl jouc rewarde 

Deth to your ende. 

Hoc qaodenscunque feceritis, in mei memoriuu fuiiads i qui 
vero propter lucrum quodlibet t«mpoTBle offidnm dominicum 
pnesumit celebrare, prorau^ quidem similis proditori Jodie, qui 
Christum Jndieis, propter deuarios triginls, noo dnbitarit veodere. 
Qui ergo boc modo occedit ad corpua doaunicum, indigne Tere 
ubi id ipaum acdpit, et sangninein Domiaicuin, nan ad ealntem 
sed ad judicium, et juste. NuUus itaque propter locnun hoc 
agat, ne Jodn proditori socius in pcBoia &e,t 
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A fonle defaute faythfall; I fjind in holt cbercfae, 

Pristu to Bvog iwjae a day fure bare leacre, 
jif thai schuld fore Criatia rake, anon then thaj grocfae, 

Aod thut thai aellyn heretOTerajn and here Saveonn; 
I lekyn hem to Judaa that was a trajUure, 

Becaiue of his covetyte hu aoveren he lolde. 
Boldle, the byschop is to Uame that doth ham hvonr. 

Fore this tale trenljr on hem hit !■ tolde; 
Thia ia a gret achame ; 
And yei th« lau« bit doth hem lere, 
Thai Bchuld ayng bot twjae a jere, 

At Ciyatymaa and Aatere, 

Ellya thai betb to blaow. 

Kent aqua estinguit ignem, ita elemomna eztingiiit pecsatQiii. 
n«atis 3e achul prove jonraelfe and princypaJe in dede. 

Ever depart with the pore, on hem have pitt, 
Cownael ham. and cumford ham and cloth hem at here 
nede. 
In priaun, and in poverty, and infyrmety ; 
Thua je preohyo the pepnl and in the pyipit opynii 

The vij. werkys of merce mekele to fblfyl, 
And to reasayve here reward remyasyon redele 

At the dredful dai of dome, fore this ia Godya wyl, 
Ore ellua achul that rew. 
As je techon other to do, 
Do 3ourselve al ao, 
Ore ellis men wyl part joue fro, 

And aay ye bene nntrew. 
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De confesaione, et de Boraamraito allam. Snbjecli eatots omui 

I counsel jouC) al Cbristnii men, and comawnd in 
Crifltis name. 
That 36 obey jour coratis that je beo bouadon to, 
jif one be fallyn be frelt^ in ane febel fame, 

God graunt hem of hie grace no more so to do; 
And beth in fol charyte with frynd and with fuo. 
Fore tbat in the grovnd of al goodnea with cootri- 
cioun. 
And serve that lord of al lordy* where bene ane mo, 
That may soyle joue of jour sunne and graunt you 
remyssyon, 

In fayth no mo bot bee ; 
Of al lordyia be be blest. 
He wold no mon where e-loet. 
That wyl la hb merce trust, 

And ID his benyngnete. 

jif }our curatis comaund jou to kepe Cristis lawns, 

'Then do aftyr here doctrine and je bene out of drede. 
Fore, serys, thai may save jour soulethroj here sothsauB, 

Then in hevenschalje have jour meryd and jour mede; 
Bot do not as thai daun, thereof take good hede, 

Bot jif thai ahowejoue good emsampil to the soule hele. 
Fore God in the Gospel this he forebed, 

After here werkua worche je never a dele, 
Ellus Bcbul ye reue ; 
Fore as thai tecbyn jou to do, 
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Bot 3if thai don hatiuelve al so, 
Ellus y rede je gon bun fro, 

And u; ths; ben aotren. 

Qnodcnnqne ligftieri* saper temm. 
ForRGod hath grauntorbia grace to ountia hit pooera, 
Tha3 tbai ben »yiifnl men to aaoyle joue of jour ajDne. 
Thorj virtu of the aacremente aoyle I 50*0 enaeure, 

No DDon meae in thia mat«re jif he w;] aavjd bene. 
Evere prest he hatb pouere to aaoyle 5011 then, 

And to here confeaaion in jour neceacyte, 
jif t0 50ur curatisje mai not cum that beth50ur aoveren. 
Thai may do joue ryjtua, y telle joae treuly 
Thai have this povere. 
To aaoyle that wyl repent, 
And Bchryve han dene with good enlent. 
Be vertu of the aacrement. 

Both prest and frere. 

Nota Becimdain decretales et consdtntdoDea eccledn quod omnia 
homo utriusque seiue teaetor coaGteri boo proprio ««ixrdoli 
semel in anno tid minus, ina habeat licentiam, Tel diapensationem, 
Tel privilegium a aupeiiore. 

Bot 5e most come to jour curaturea be the comen lane. 
And Bchryve joue aothely of jour aynne at the leat 

je atonden in doute and in dred }if je jou withdraw. 
Without lyaens or leve outber to prest or frere: 

Thai most jour counsel knoue that schal joue led and 
lere. 
That have the eharche of joure soule in here kepyng. 
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je bylh princypaly under here poaere. 

Go not ungoodly away without here wytyog. 

And kuow joat entent ; 
Thai mai QOt aaewere fre 3eve, 
50ur couoftel bot thai know, 
Thu beth excnsid be the laue. 

And }e schul be Bcbeat. 

QaicoDque enim manducaverit Tel Uberit calicem bimc tndigne. 
y{ the preBt unworthele presume to syog his mas, 

Serus, y say the sacrement enpayrd hit may not be, 
Bot hea owne deth and his dome he ressayns, alas I 

jif in his consians he knaw that he be gulte, 
Tbaj be syng and say no maa the prest unwothele. 

Both jour maret and }our mede ia beven je achul 

Fore God hath grauntyd of his grace be his auctorete, 
Be he never so synful joure soulys may he save, 

Have Ibisiu thojt; 
The masse is of so bye degr4, 
Apayryd forsoth hit mai not be, 
Ne no mon mend it may, 

Theron doctours baa 803L 

Bichil imposaibile apnd Denm. 
Take CDsampyl by the sunne }e syne here with sy}t, 
Wha may depreve bit bym of his pouere and let hit 

lyjtyg. 

That sbenus apon a synful man as wel as on a ry3li 
Alse wile on fouele as on fayre without defouteryng, 
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AIk wel apon b knave as apon a kyng ; 
A sad saumpil forsoth her may je m. 
Hit IB Godys word aod his werke and his worchyng. 
The sacromeDt of the aul«re defoulyd mai not be, 
1 do 5oue out of drede. 
His Godhed may not be sajne 
With DO fleschle eyne, 
6ot in the sacrement je may hit sene, 

In figure and fourme of bred. 

I se sotble in the aunne koyt iij. maaer kynde, 

His derl4 and his clereaes what clerte can declare, 
Behold the hete in thi bert and have hit in mynd. 

The conaelacioun and the conford thai iij. what thu are; 
Fore al that levys in this lood ful evyl schul bit fare, 

Nere that gloreus gleme that fro the heven glydis, 
Ho that servyth not that soverayn hishertmaybefulsare, 

That lenusof bis loTesechealyztthatal this word gladis 
Id everych a place. 
A I synful moo, have this in mynde, 
To that Lord be not unkynde. 
Fore he may both louse and bynde, 

GrauDt merc£ and grace. 

I declare the clerte to the Fader of myjtis most, 
The heete hyle therof to his onle sunne. 

The coDsolacioun and the comford to the Hole'Gost, 
Kyndly y-knyt togeder without devesioun ; 

The Fader, the Son, the Hole Gost, al thai beth bot hone, 
Thre persons prevyd in the Trenete, 
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That never bad begynnyng, ende have that aonei 
That now is, and ever was, and ever schal be, 
Lord of myjtys most. 
Thus the fader our lyjt us brojt. 
With the faete of his blod his son us bojt, 
ConBolaoiouD and cumford thus have thai wmjt, 

Thr03 the grace of the Hole Goat. 

Fides non habet meritnm. 
Ryjt as je se all this world is glorefy ed with one sunne, 

Serra, so is mons soule with the socremect, 
Als mone men at a mas as 36 acount con, 

Uche person has his part that is ther present ; 
And al hit is bot hone Good, beleve this verameni. 

That is sacyrd on the autere between ihe pristis house. 
That schal 50U deme at dotnysday at his jugement, 
After jour dedis dredles thus schal je understonde, 
Thaj 56 have done amys; 
y( fore jour synnus je be mrk. 
Then je resseyve hem worlhele. 
And schul have grace and mercy, 

And joy in Heven bliss. 

Estote fortes in bello. 
Dredtes uche dedly sunne y declare a wounde. 

That when the fynd hath fojt with joue and hath the 

Thenmostjesecheasui^oun.jifjewyl be save and sound. 
That can sothle serche jour sore and make joue bole ; 
Confession and contresion thi salve schal hit be. 
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The penaDs of this penetawnsere thi ntisfBCcion. 
Then fejtnat with the fynd ajayne and haat Uie maystr^, 
Aod dost hym schenchip and Bchaoie for ever coofa- 
cyon, 

Thi sonle fore to save. 
Thus thi wondis beljd schul be, 
With gret worcbip to the, 
Because of thi victore, 

Reward Bchalt thoa have. 

Uisarere md, Deoa, quia inflrmna som. 
I tekyn uche a synful soule to a seke maD, 

That is j-4chakyd and schent with the aksts, 
Thir is no dayntel e'dy5t that pa; hym th^ cod, 

Bot al that is ajayna him that wyl hym pleese ; 
So hit farua by a mon that ys recbeles, 

That is seke in his soule the sothe he vel not here, 
Bot wrya away fro Godys word to his wyckydnes. 
Here may 30 know kyndle jif jour coDBlans be clere. 
The soth veiament. 
Crietyu men jif that 56 be. 
Then loke je done cristynl^, 
Ellus je beruD that nome in veyne, treuly ; 

je wyl be shamed and y-shent. 

I counsel al joue, al curators, that wysele joa wayt, 
That ban the cure of moQS soule in joure kepyog, - 

Engeyne je not to 3eesy penanB, ne to strayt algat. 
Lest ;e slene both bode and soule wi th jour pOQyschyng ; 

Fore better is a palsr netler with repentyng. 
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To seod hem to the merce of God to purgatorfe. 
Fore Crist eDJoyod no DOther penans in his levTng, 
Bot vade in poet, an^lw* noUpetxare. 

Fore BA possebel hit were 
Here with a tere of Ihyn nye 
To quench the fejre of purgatore, 
AU al the water in the se 

To quench a blase of foyre. 

50 that be choeun to ben cbif and sitting in Cristis place, 
je moat have treuth and ryjiwysnes in 30ur demyng : 
Then let treuth ale tok hjrm both merce and grace, 
And r;3tw7snea, rest pes, fore dred of perechyng ; 
These iiij. siityrs made acord betwene heven kyng, 

And man«e soule that was foijuggjd to damnacioun. 
Fore pes B3ayaH ryjtwysnesche was over pletyng, 

Whyle inerc^ with his mekenes tume treuth to re* 
roywioun. 

Herewith God plesid was, 
And send doune his son fVom heven an faye 
To le3t in the virgyn ma}de Mary, 
In berth to be boren of here body. 

To graunt merce and grace. 

Qui pneliuitnr noQ faUetur. 
I hold hym wyse that wyl be ware whare he has warnyng, 
■ Have this mas in jour hert and hoolde hit in myode, 
Bot never hone whyl Ik ware in here levyng, 

Bot al blustyme furth unbleat as bayard the blynd. 
Ajayns the goodnes of God men bene unkynd. 
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Frerya fekul, aod freel, and false in here fay ; 
A monke, the men of bole cherche, feu ther I fjrnd 
That worcbyn wysly hemaelfe to wyse men the way. 
This IB a earful case. 
To curatis, sayth Saynt Grfgor^, 
That thai schal an a were trewie. 
Fore men soul speciale. 

To-fore Goddis face. 

Terbi gratii, gratia qui sicut dicit episcopo, episcopni recto- 
riboB ecdemn, qui recipluut potestatem ligandi atqoe solveiidi 
et canun aniuuuum fntres in CbriBto habet, trado Tobia carum 
animamm parochanonun veBtrorum, ut reapondiatia pro me et 
pro notas coram Mmmo Jutlioo in die judicii. 
I mene this mater mekele fore murmur of men, 

Wherefore I pray 50U spetyaly that je wyl aspye, 
At clerkuB that hare conyng that can this know and ken, 

Bene the trouth ia he touchid, wherefore and why. 
I red je rede hit ary3t, remember jou redl^ 

Fore the love of our Lord non there la3 ne gren, 
As God of nj mysdedis be have merce, 

I mene thia to amend me and al other men, 

My God to plese and pay. 
No moD deney this, 
jif that he tbynke to have blys, 
Betwene prestiB and frerys y-wya 

I make this loveday. 

Mieericordia et Teritaa obbeaTerunti sitn pax et juaticia 
asculalt aunt 
TbaB sayd David foresoth in the Sautere, 
And verefyus in asife the love of our Lord, 
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Miaericordio et Veritas ban thu met efere. 
That long tyme h%tpre bad bene at dyscord ; 

There was faythfole made a feDeal corde, 
Forejusticia and pax made ham to kus, 

Fro that day furth to fulfyt that Torward, 

Never that mater to have in mynd to fere was a-mys. 
So I jou pray. 

Fore Godis wyl forsoth hit is, 

That 3e ameod je han do myts 

And faochoD othere 5c cusae. 

For ever and for ay. 

Cnjns finis bonum ipsum totum bomun. 
Thus Salamon hath sayd the sotb verement. 

As Marcol, the more fole, warned hym I wene, 
Bot jif this drajt be drauti wel thai gonne wit be Bchent, 

And schal tume treule to torment and to tene ; 
Have mynd on this mater, 30 wot what I mene. 

Bluster not furth nnblest as Bayard the biynd, 
Bot cat a5ayne charyte with consians dene, 

And wry not fro Godis word as the wroth wynd, 
Herlfyns hit aa the hynd ; 
Apon jour levyng take good eme, 
And beth seohe as ;e scbul seme. 
Fore be 30ur dedis men wyl jou deme. 

Here I make an end. 

Si verltatem dico quare noD credids mihi qui ex Deo est, verba 

Dei audit ideo nou auditig qui ex Deo non estis. 
Fore I have towchid the trouth I trow I schal be schent, 
And Hud sadle the soth without flateryng. 
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Hald me fore no parte that beth here present, 
I have no Ijkjngi ne l^t to make no lesjng, 

Fore favel with hU fajrre werdu and his tlateryng, 
He wyl preohe the pepul apert hem for to paji 

I ne] not wrath my God at mj wetyng. 

As God have merce on me, ayr Jon Audlay, 
At my most ned. 

I reche never who hit here, 

Weder preat or ttere, 

For at a fole je ma lere, 

3if je wil take hede. 



To thi nejbour fore love of me, 

To make debate ny dyscorde, 
And thou dust me more onnferd, 

Then tha5 thou wentust barefote in the n 
For love of me that ys thi Lorde, 

That gtremuB of blood folewed thi fete, 
I sai for wi. 
A wickid worde a mon may achame. 
To lese bia godes and hys good name, 
Who BO talsly duth men fame, 

Beth cur8e[d;] triy. 

The vij. vertu ys good conselyng, 
Entyse not thi nejbour to wekednes, 

Ny Bay no worde to bym ni sklanderyni;, 
Bui consel hym to al goodenes. 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



52 POEHS OF JOHN AUDBLAY. 

And this tbou mjjt me more pleM, 

Theo thaj thou atyncleit onea a day, 
Into heven thi sowie to sese, 
iDto tiiat joy that lutns ay, 

Withouten drede. 
For bi thi goodeuea and thi consele, 
Tbou may pytte thi ne3bour fro gret perele. 
And save hym fro the peyoes of hel. 

And encrese tbi mede. 

The viij. vertu is bole prayere ; 

Dyssyre and atke of me ryjtwesly, 
Thi selfe thou scbalt be meMangere, 

And do thi message dewoutly, 
And thou plesuat me more special!, 

Then tba} my moder and aayntis alle 
Praydyn in heven on hy fore the. 

For tlion ast fra choyse to ryse or falle, 
Both tbou may. 
jif thou falle, aryse anon, 
And call to me with contricton. 
Then my moder and aayntis ucbon 

Wil fore the pray. 

The ix. vertu ia thou achalt only 
Love me ia berte over at thyng. 

Then gold, or selver, or lond, or fee. 
Or wyf, or child, or worldle thyng: 

Tbou dost me then more plesyng. 
Then tbaj thou styedust up-on by; pelere, 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



P0EH3 OP JOHN AUDELAT. 

Folle of raysson kene stekyng, 
Fore me love thi flenche to tere, 

Bileve wyl this. 
Love pleus me over al thyng, 
Fore charete with hyta is ever dwellyng, 
Mod Boale to joj lilt doth hit brjrng 
Into my blia. 

These is. vertue son soth thon schalt fynd, 

Leme this lemoD now I the pray, 
To God and mon loke thou be kynd. 

And make amendis wjle thou may ; 
For to heven ther ys noon oder way, 

jyf thou wolt have salvasyon, 
Me thou most node plese and pay. 

Or eilus have damnacyon, 

Hit ys for the best 
Do as thou woldnst me dnd by the, 
Ucbe on of oder je have pyt6. 
And leve in love and charyte, 

Then be 30 blest 

Sum men ther ben that stelon heven, 

Withpenans, prayers, and poverty ; 
And sum goon to hel ful even, 

For lost, and lykyng of here body. 
Here tirey wayes, my sone ther be. 

Thou hast fre choyse wedur to passe, 
Chese the better y consel the. 

Lest thou syng the sung alasse 

For ever and ay. 
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I rede thou serve heven kyng. 
For anj lust or lykyng, 
Have mynde apOD thi endyng. 

And dredefbl domntday. 

Mervel je not of this makyng, 

I me excuoe, hit ya not y. 
Hit yg Goddus wbrde and hia tecbyng, 

That he tajt a salutary. 
Fore y kowthe never but hye foly, 

God hath me chastest for my leryng, 
I thonk my God my grace trewly. 

Of bis gracyouse visetyng, 

ElluB were y lore. 
Ever that Lorde be he bleat, 
A\ that he duth ys for the beat, 
Ellus were je lyke to be lost. 

And betterunbore. 

Upon jour lyfe take good eme, 

Bewar lest God that je offende; 
As he fyndes jow he wil jou deme, 

Owther be saved or ellus be scbentt 
For Boden deth loke je amende, 

And settus no triat where noon ys. 
For al ys good that hath good ende. 

When 3e ban mended 3e ban do mys. 
This ya no nay. 
Y made this wit good intent, 
In hope the rather je wolde repent, 
Prayes for me that beth preaent, 

My name byt ys the blynde Awdelay. 
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De eSiiaciite suigniiib Chnsd in remisdone peoottor 
An holy prayer here bygjnDea, 
la remedy of seueD dedly ftynnea. 

Vij. Modes Crist he bled. 
The ^ret in hU circumsycjon, 
The secund in hoI4 oresoini. 

The deth vhen that he dred ; 
The thred in his flagellacion. 
The fourth in his coronaoion, 

The fyfth in his hoDdisolso, 
The vj. in his hole fete. 
The vii. blade ran out of his hert wete, 

To wasche us out of our wo ; 
With mone ao other enatrement, 
He suffryd tene and tunnentyog. 

Id his mon-heed. 
In tyme of his passcioo. 
Here fore our redetncion, 

HU blesful blod he bled 1 

O Jhesu, fore the blod thou bledyst, 
And ia the furst tyme thou cheddust. 

In thy circumcecion. 
That I have synnyd in lechor^, 
That stynkyng syn foresyf thou me. 

And my delectacion. 

O Jbesu, at the mount of Olefete, 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



56 POEUa OF JOHN AtJDELAY. 

There blod and water tbou con swete, 

To Ihi Fnder when tbou dydist pray ; 
So, Fader, ji( thi wyl hit be. 
Put envy away fro me. 

And temtaoions ny3t and day. 

O Jhesu, thi payns were ful stroDg, 
When ihe skorgia both scharp and long, 

Mad thi body to bled. 
To the, Lord, merce I cry, 
Thou Icepe me out of glotone, 

And heipe me at my ned. 

O Jhesu, Tore thi scharp croune, 
That mad the blod to ren adoune 

About thi fayre face, 
Ther proud in hert I have be. 
Lord unbuxum to the, 

GrawDt merc6 and grace. 

O Jhesu, as 1 understond 

Thou ched blod at both thi bond, 

When that were naylidi 
Thou cast me out of covetyse. 
And graunt me grace sone to aryse, 

Of syn when I am seylid. 

O Jhesu, thou bledyst more blod. 
Wen thou wast nayld apon the rood, 

Thro] thi fete with nsylis. 
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Let me never in slouth stjrnke, 
Bot grawnt me grace for to swynke, 
Thyog me avaylia. 

O Jbesu, bleasid be thi bones, 

Fore blod and water thou chedist at once, 

Out of thi preesious hert. 
Out of wratb kepe thou me. 
And grawnd me love and charyte, 

For tbi woadis smert. 

O Jheau, for tbe peler strong, 

Tbi bodi waB bound tberto witb wrong, 

Y-bnffet and y-blend. 
Tbat bol6 cbercbe aa bound me to, 
Grawnt me grace that fore to do. 

Lest I be chamyd and ubent. 

O Jbesu, fore thi bleiful face, 
Tbou betoke Veroneca bi grace. 

Upon bere sudar4. 
Tbat face be ne consoladon. 
And to tbe fynd confusion, 

Tbat day when I schal dye. 

O Jbesu, fore tbi bol€ cros, 
Tbi body sprad theran was, 

Fore our syn sake. 
Tbat croB be my proleccion 
A3ayDB my uenmys everychon, 

Weder I alepe or wake. 
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O Jhesu, fore tbi naylii thre. 
That persid the to the rod tre, 

Y-drevyn with gret distres; 
Thou grawnt me repentawns. 
Fore my syns to do peaans, 

My payog to releeae. 

O Jheeu, fore the vessel also, 

That aysel and gal thai bro}t the to. 

That drenke hit was unaete ; 
That I have syad in glotenoy, 
That Btyokyng ayn forjif thon me, 

That me hath thojt ful swete. 

O Jhesu, fore the charp spore. 

That throj thyn hert LoogyuB cao here. 

That was a biynd knyjt ; 
Thou perse me hert with contricion. 
Fore tbe jyns I have edone. 

As thou jif him his 6y5t. 

O Jhesu, fore the loveli ladder, 
And fore the toogis and fore hamyr. 

That iaust the fro the tre ; 
Thou grauDt me contemplacion 
To theng the fore tbi passioan. 

That thou Boferest fore me. 

O Jhesu, as Josep of Haramatbe 
Beryd the ful ooestle 
In biB monument. 
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Fore thi glorjoni reHirexion, 

Aod thi morvelia aMendoa, 

Thou grawDt me remfMion, 

Tofore thi jugement 

Id worchip of thi hole pMUon, 
And of my bjdb reroyMioo, 

XV. pater ooflter j ny ; 
And zv. aves to Our Lady, 
Fore heo i» the wel of al pyt£. 

That heo wel fore me praj. 

He that uya this prayere 
Every day in the 3ere, 

He woTchipa euere wonde ; 
That Crist sofyrd fore his sake. 
Fore bis syna amendia to make, 

I-bleraid be tbat stounde. 

Wherefore y pray 50116 specialy 
That 36 say hit dewootly, 

joute BOuls 3e may save ; 
Fore Crist bath f>rawDdtid seche a grace, 
In heven be scbal have a plasse. 

That other vcbal no3t have, 

That fiblfyld not tbia prayere. 

And worcfaipd not hi* passion wyle thai bene here 

With devocion ; 
Tbes that to him be unkynd, 
He wil not have ham in mynd, 

Iq here trebulacion. 
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He that techii another mon thia, 
He schal be sekyr of heven blia, 

I'huB wretyn I f jode ; 
Fore th^ be bleaawl of our Lord, 
That heren and don after Godia word, 

And boldjn hit in mynd. 
ExpH<Jt de Bangiiiiie CfaiutiL 



Quomodo JheiDs fiiit raprobattia a Jodidi. 
O God, the wyche thou woldiut, Lorde, 
Fore the redeinpcion of the woride 

Of Jewia to be reprevyd. 
And to be betrajpd of Judas, 
Of that traytur with a cos, 

Strayt boundyn and dispilid. 

And aa a lomb and eanosent, 

To be kd to aacrefyce to fore preaeoti 

Of Ann and Kayface ; 
Of Pilate, Erod, and mone mo, 
Unaemele to be offyrd up lO, 

That never didiat treapace. 

And to be acusid of false witnes, 
Reprevyd and acorgid with creueloes. 

And to be crownd with thorns; 
And to be spit in the face. 
And to be bofet aud biyndfuld, alas I 

With roone schamful alcoma. 
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And U) be tliraullid hond and food 
With chsrp naylus to the rod, 

And to he lift up in the cros, 
Betwene two thevys for to hyng ; 
Of aysel and gal thai propherd the drjnke, 

With a Bpere thi hert penid was. 

Be these most hol4 pajDS> Lord, 
Fore me synful that thou Boffjrd, 

I worchip with hert aud wyile. 
Also fore the hole cros, 
Delyver my aoule, Lord, fro loue. 

Fro the payns of helle. 



And led me. Lord, graciously, 
Synfut wreche and onworthe. 

Into that some plasae 
Thou ladist the thefe bongyng the by. 
And grauntust him grace aod Ihi mercy, 

Fore-jif Boe my trespace. 



Wele is him that wi) aod may 
Say this oreaon evere day. 

Of Cristis pauioD ; 
Out of this word or that he wynd. 
Of al bis Bynuus, as wrelyo I fynd, 

Schal have remyssioo. 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



POEVB OF JOHN ADDBLAT. 



De Beptem TerM» Jbesn Chruti pendente in Cruce. 
Jbesu Criit bongyng on CrcM, 
v^. irordis tbou saydest with mjld vojf. 

Unto tli« fader of Heven ; 
Be the vertu of tbo irordia forejif thou me, 
That I have tre«past here to the. 

In the dedI6 ayiu seven. 

In pride, in wrath, and in eajj. 
In iechory, in glotonry, 

With gret unkyndnes ; 
In slouth. Lord, in thi servyse, 
And in tbia wordis covetyie, 

Graunt me forejifneB, 

O Jbesu, this word furat je sayde, 
" Fader, I am els apayd, 

GrauDt ham remission. 
That don me b1 this turmeotre, 
On ham fader have pete. 

That wot not what thai done I" 

O Jhesu, so I the beseche, 
Ryjt with her fuUi specbe, 

Tbou graunt myn enmes grace. 
Here mysdedis here to mende, 
Out of this word or thai wynde, 

Fader, thou jif ham space. 



n,<jN.«ji-v Google 



POEMS OF JOHN AUDBLAY. 

O Jhesu, the theff to the con say, 

« Have myud on me, Lord, I the pray, 

When thou ctimyst to thi kyngdom.' 
" Amen, I say thou Bchalt be 
This day in Panutyse with me, 

Without Byn aod schame I" 

O Jhesu, my soveren and my Lord, 
Have myud on me vith that word 

In that same vyge. 
When my soule schal wynd away, 
Grauat me part, I the pray. 

Of the joys of Paradyse. 

O jhesu, thi moder had gret pete, 
When heo Ke Ibe turment on rod tre. 

To here thus con thou gay ; 
" Woman, lo I here thi suoe. 
Take here to thi moder, Jon, 

And kepe here now, I the pray." 

O Jhesu, for thi moder love, 

That is cround in heven with the above. 

And Jon, thi dere dariyng ; 
Fore the love thai hadyo to the, 
UppOD my Boule thou have pet€, 

And graont me good endyng. 

O Jhesu, thou saydyst ful petuysly, 
" Eloy Lamazabatani," 
With a rewful Toyie. 
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" My God, my God," hit U to say, 

" Wy foresakiB thou me this day, 

Hoagyng apon the croyse ?" 

O Jhesu Lord, I the pray, 
GrauDt me grace that I may say, 

In tyme of temptacion, 
" Fader, thou have metc6 on me. 
As thou cbadist thi blood on rod tre 

Fore my redempciou." 

Jhesn, f thou] saydist eicio, 
Eysel and gal thai propherd the to, 

Thou fore»oke that bittere drynke ; 
Hit were the soulis that were id payn. 
To delyver bam thou wast ful fayne 

Out of that darke dwellyng. 

O Jbesu, graunt me grace to thorst 
The water of lyve that ever schal last. 

The wel that is ever lyjtyng ; 
With al the dessire of my hert. 
To foresake my synnis with terys smert, 

Here in my levyug. 

O Jhesu, thou saydist ful specialy, 
" In manut luai, Domine, 

Comm&ado tpiritum nwifTn. 
Out of this word I when schal wynd, 
My soule to the I recomeud, 

Fader, to the [ cum !" 
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O Jhesu, my Lord, and my sovercn, 
When bod^ aod soule schal part entwyo. 

My Bperyt I coiuende 
In manus turn, Domine, 
In thi blis with the to be, 

Word without ende t 

O JheBu, thou saydiat, " al endyd is !" 
Labcrs, sorowys, wuoful i-wys. 

Thou sofyrd foresynful men. 
To us. Lord, thou wast ful kynd, 
GrauDt us grace to have in mynd 

To thonke the here and hen. 

And make me worths, fader dere, 
Thi swete voyse that I may here, 

Id the oure of my partyng. 
Cum to me, my chosun blest, 
Aud have the blis that ever scbal last, 

Word without eodyng. 

In the worchip of these wordis vij„ 
Devoutle to the fader of heven 

Vjj. pater-nosters je say, 
And vij. aves to our ]ady. 
Fore itche is the wel of al pet6. 

That lieo wyl fore me pray. 

And graunt me trew confession. 
And every contrecion. 
Hens ore I wynd; 
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That Cristie boI€ passion. 
May be may satiBfaccioD, 

And ftcenchip to the fyod. 

Welle is him that wil and may 
Worchip these wordis evere Haj 

With devocioD. 
Ful secur tben may he be, 
yS be be in lore and charyt^, 

Hath playn remyssioun. 



De meritis misaee ; quomodo debemiu audire n 
Lordig, jif je wil lythe. 
Of a thyng I wil 30U kythe. 

Is helth to al monkynd. 
Of the media of the masse, 
Hoaevere mou more and lasse, 

Schuld have hem io mynd. 

-2, 
How je achid jour servyse say, 
jour prayers prevele to pray. 

To hym that mai unbynd. 
In salvyng of jour synis seven. 
To Jhesu Godis son in heveo, 

Oure fader that we schul fynd.- 

50ur faythful fader he schal be fcfnd, 
To evere mon that is ebonde. 
In syn fore to say. 
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Be his sofereos we inay ee. 
How he proves the aod me. 

And letys us wyle he may. 

4 
Fore he is boune our bale to bete, 
jef we wyl of our eyo lete, 

loto our deth day. 
And yf we wyl leve our synne. 
He wyl wye us fore to wyoe. 

To heven the rede way, 

What moa long wold sofir to se. 
Fore hys syn himselfe to sle, 

3if he myjt lif a^ayne ; 
Fore 3if he were fore traytre take, 
Then he most ameadis make, 

Or ellis to be stajDe. 

Ryjt, serus, soo most we 
In our hertis sore be. 

Fore our syuoys sake. 
And to the prest schrjve the, 
Aod do thi peoana devoutly, 

And this amendis make. 
7 
Holeer thyng may no mon here, 
Ne lyjtyr thyng fore to lere. 

To lerne men of lore. 
To teche mon in what wyse, 
Hon thay schal say here servyse. 

In chorche when thai be thore. 
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yt thoa to the cherohe go, 
Toward, froward, or ellis cum fro, 

To bere masse y( thou may. 
AI the way that thou gaae, 
An BDgel pajDtus thi face. 

The prynce of heven to pay. 

So ID that oure thou lost no3t, 
That thou hast theria thi thojt, 

Tbi prayers fore to praye. 
Blyad that day thou echalt nojt be. 
The sacrement y\( thou may se, 

Soyle, as I the say. 
h 
And eeche grace God hath the 3ene, 
5if thou be cleue of syne schrene. 

When thou his bode ast y-seyne, 
jif thou dey that ilke eday, 
Thou achalt be found in the fay, 

As thoD houseld haduet bene. 
(I 
And both tbi mete and thi drynke, 
Thou Bcbalt wyn with lasse swynke, 

Without travajle or teue. 
And 3if thou stond in one drede, 
Alle day thou Rchalt the bettyr spede, 

To kever tht cars kene. 

Saynt Austyoe comawndis joue specialyi 
That je beleve truly 
In that sacrement. 
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That he U ther God veraj. 
That Bchal jou deme at Domjiday, 
At hiBJugemeat. 

'^ 
That Bofyrd payae and pasiioDfl 
Here, fore 3our redempcian, 

ApoD the rod tre. 
Add grawutia 300 remiMioii, 
31 f je have contreaion. 

When BchrevjD that je be. 

When that thai knele to the sacreyiig, 
Kaelis a douae fore one thyng, 

And bold up jour hoad. 
And thonk that Lord of his grace, 
That al thyng land 30U he has, 

Thro3 bis ewet sond. 

Then glad nui 3^ be, 
jour Sareour so to ae. 

Tent and 38 wold take; 
Fore hit is the same brede 
That he dalt or he was dede. 

Fore his disipilis sake ; 

And lafil hit with hem in memor6, 
And to ale other pristia truly, 

To have bit in mynd ; 
3every day of the jere. 
To oEur fait upon his autere. 

In EolvBcioa of al monkynd. 
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'-; 

And he that ressayus hit worthely, 
At that day wen he »chal dye, 

Hit is his salvacioa ; 
And he that is in dedl€ sya, 
AnoD as hit enters him withya. 

Hit is hta dampnacioD. 

Take enaampil be Judas, 

At Cristis soper y wot he was. 

And ete of that biessid bred. 
Bnt fore he was in didle syn. 
The fynd entyrd anon him yn, 

Fore hie Lord he had betrayd. 



Iq parfite love and charyt^ 
And out of dedl6syn ; 
Loke what bone that 5e crave, 
Aske God and je may have, 
And beveD blis to wyn. 

jowre pater nostere loke 3e con, 
And jonrave, everemon, 

ADdapeciaty }Oure crede, 
Ellis esa?yd je may not be; 
Bot je con jour beteve truly, 

je stood in grete dred. 

For ai that ever nedis to the. 
And to thi nyjtbore truly. 

In the peter noAer Ut is ; 
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Vij. petecioDs ther be in, 

That getCs 30U fore^ifDes of jour syn. 

And bryngis jour aoule to blia. 
It- 
's, worchipis tbou dost to our L^d; ; 
Wheo that thou sayet thjn av^, 

Blessid mot heo be I 
Thus angel Gabreel he cod aay, 
" Hayle, ful of grace, thou evet may [ 

God he is with the I" 

Xij. arteklus of thi beleve. 
Thus clerkJB tliai doD ham preve. 

That beth ia this crede, 
That getf D the salvacion, 
And of thi syne remission. 

And heven to thi mede. 

30ar X. comawndmeoUs }e most coo, 
And kepe hem wel evere mon, 

Thus Crist he bede. 
Thi gostle Fader schal teche tham the. 
Or ellis ful woful schal 56 be, 

Thai stond in gret dred. 

The vij- dedle aynns je most know, 
Wyche th(u bene I wyl 30U sohew, 

Ryjt here anon. 
Pride, covetyse, wrUh, envy, 
Lechore, alouth, and glotone. 

Here thai bene echon. 
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5if any of these that je in falle, 
Anon oo Crist loke that je calle. 

With contricioD. 
Anon schryve jou of jour syo, 
Be frelt^ jif je fal therjn, 

And je *cha1 have remiBsion. 

Then in the cherche y& knele adowne, 
With good hert and devocion, 

Hold up 5our hondis then ; 
Funt fore jour selfe je whul pray, 
Sethen fore fader and moder, as I the say. 

And then fore al thi kyn. 

And fore thi frynd, and fore thi foo, 
And fore thi good doeres also, 

Alse mone as thou mai myn ; 
And fore the prest that eyngis masse. 
That God forjif him his tre^pasae. 

And al the cherche beth in. 

jif that the prest the masse doth syng. 
Be not at thi lykyng, 

Therfore let thou no5t 
For the his masse is as good to here, 
As aD6 monkis ore ane frere. 

Have this in thi t)io3t. 

'■!,^> 
Bot his prayers and his bone. 

Be not hard half so sone. 

As the mon that wele hath wrojt; 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



P0EH3 OF JOHN AVDELAY. I 

Y-do jou out of dispaire. 
The sacremeDt no moo may mend ne pa;re> 
Tberon doclors ban sojt. 

3l 

Both »a;Qt Barnard and sajDt Bede, 
Ssyne the masse is of so gret mede, 

That no tnoa mend hit maji, 
Weder that be were hold or 5ong, 
He myjt t«l with no tung, 

The; be my^t leve fore ay. 

Ne exponere kabU oput. 
Half the media of the mame. 

Into his last day. 
Were he never bo wyse of art, 
He schuld fayle the v. part 

Of the sot b to aay. 

I pray jou, senrys, more and lasse, 
Whea je stood at jour masse. 

Sum good word je say. 
Fore as mone aa je prayn fore, 
Securly fore raoai a score, 

At masse myn ]e may. 

All thyng tha; je myn nojt, 
Hold ham stil in jour thojt, 

Hom that je fore pray. 
I do jon dene out of dout, 
Ther is non the masse without, 

Bot be be in bel for ay. 
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Pore alse mone as $e may myn, 
When je beth the chercbe withyn, 

Ther is non a maue without. 
Bot jif he be in dedlfe ajo. 
And thynke to contenu tfaeryo. 

Then he stondis ea dowte. 

Wheo that 3e bene in the kerlte, 
Thenke tberoa uid thenke not erke, 

Hent to the lost eadyng. 
Then have do doat of thi doole, 
Thou haat a nuuse thiself al hole, 

Hit is so hy a thyog. 

Sayut Austyu saytb fore soulis here, 
A thousand and thou woldist here. 

Do a masse fore to syug ; 
Hit is Doather more ny lasse, 
Bot evere soule he hath a masse, 

Hit is to Godit plesyng. 



Soules hit doth gret solas. 

That byth in payns bidyng. 
Of that oure thai beth ful fayne. 
Fore hit delyvers hem of here payne. 
This is a gracious thyug. 

Fore his love that }ou dere bojt, 
Have mynd of this, forejete hit 11031, 
je Dot wheD 30 sciiul passe. 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



POEMS OF JOHN AUDEXAY. 

3if be wtl be aekyr and aere 
Evere day io the jere, 

Loke thou here thi moaw. 

jif thou may not thi masse here. 
Then this lesson y rede thou lere. 

When thai to masse do koyte. 
Pray God of his gret grace. 
To send the part of that mass, 

jif hit be his wylle. 



That art not that masse without, 
Seche grace is jif to the. 

Fore thi hert diasiryng, 

Thou hast part of beedia and maa 
Where that erer titou be. 



For al astatus nore and la»e. 

That in here levyng. 
He takis hem in his memor6. 
And soulis that betb in purgatore, 

That God to blis hem bring. 

Here-fore, serys, more and luse, 
Erer^ day here 3uar masae, 

On-morowe jif je may. 
And ;if je tnai not on-morwe, 
Loke je do be undome. 

Or ellis be mydday. 
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Sertenly without fayle. 

Thou schalt not of tbi trsTAvle 

Lese a fote of tlii waj. 
Al dai thou uhalt be the Ifghtur, 
Aod bftve grace to do the better, 

Fore«o(h as I the mj. 

jet Sayut AnslyD bede take tent. 
That he hold no parlement 

With no leryng mon. 
Fro tyme the cherche je ben within. 
And the preat be doth begyn 

His vestmentus to take on. 

Fore nyckid gostis thai wyl hit wyt. 
And jour wordys thay wil ham wryte, 

In here bokis everechon. 
That witnes weie St. Austyne, 
That furat in Esglond with his gyn. 

The treuth to preche began. 

To fore that Awstyn in Englond come. 
With Saynt Gregore in gret Rome, 

Ful derele con he dwel, 
Hent on a day of gret dimes, 
Saynt Gregore wold syng his masBe, 

So fayre as him befelle. 

4'. 

To the AustyD he mad a syne. 
Fore to be his dekyn dene, 
To red his gospel. 
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And as he rod be sau sit 
Thre fyendys, as 36 may wit. 
And talU con thai telle. 

What thai sayd be herd hit alle, 
Throj a vyndowof tbe walle. 

No fer fro bis face. 
He se a fynd sit vithin, 
With pen and enke and parchemen, 

As God yS him grace. 

Hew 

And his parcbenient wes Hcanl, 

To speek thai bad space. 
With his tethe he con hit tug. 
And alfe Rofyn be-gon to rug, 

His rolle big an to rase. 

51" 
So hard Roryn rogud his roll, 
That be smot with his choule, 
' Ajayns the marbystone. 
Of that dynt thai had gret doute, 
A! that setyn ther aboute, 

Fore thai herd hit echon. 
^> 
When tbe fynd so hard drou, 
Saynt Auslyn atod and low, 

Saynt Gregore con grame. 
Never the less for grame he get, 
Sone after masse the Austyn be met, 
And mysdele mad his mone> 
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He sayd to him nith ifif Id mode, 

" What ajlid the, thou wytjtiea woode. 

To dai to do tliia dede P 
Seche a dede waa oever done.' 
Then he aaswerd him ful sone. 

Fore of him he had gret drede. 

" Sere, grev« 3e nojt or je wyt. 
Fore }onder I se a Satanaa sit. 

Hit aemyd hia bed did blede. 
What he wrot to fore he brayd, 
That iij. wyvya aeton and aayde, 

At> I stod to rede." 



ofth 



"I waa adenyd of^that dynt. 
Hit stonede me, and mad me stont 

Styl out of my ateven ; 
I schal jou tel what I se. 
And word therof I wyl QOjt lye. 

Be Godis eon in heven ! 

', (/ 
" Syr, 3e may wyl trow 
He lad hym to the wyndow. 

Cum nere, syr, and sene." 
The aaynt Gregore was adred, 
Fore blali blood he <ie e-apred 

Apon the ascbelere even. 

5-7 

Then thia good mon grevyd him lasai 
And comawndtt at evenmaaae 
or this mater to myn. 
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Kepe jou out of Godis wreke. 
Fore tber is no word that je speke 
Bat ye don syn. 

Therfore, serys, with good wyl, 
Loke that ;e hold jou styl 

The cherche when je bene in ; 
A prest to stone Id b'ta masse 
Alt alond may fare the worse 

Out of wo to wyn. 

51 

The choiche is a house of prayere, 
Holdhile to Godis honoure. 

To worchip hym tberin ; 
What ri3htful bone that je crave, 
Aske God and je schul have. 

And before 3eTyn of 5our syn. 



Uche prefende fore to prove 



Here shortle I wyl cbew hit 
Lewd men for to know hit, 
Crist on fore to calle. 

In the cherche thou knele adown, 
With good hert and devocion 

Hold up thi hondia then ; 
Fore thi-self furst thou pray. 
Fore fader and moder as I the say, 

And setbyn fore all thi kyn ; 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



POEUS OP JOHN AUDBLA7. 

epcs, 
And fore men and vomen iso and lees, 

That Crystyiidam han tane; 
Id the aame or the Trenet^ 
Then pater noatcr aay thou iij., 

Say furst in CristU name. 

1,-i ■ 

Then v. pater noster thou schalt say, 
To pray hioi that hesX. may 

To gjf the wit and grace. 
The V. wyttis so to gpende 
Thi Bynful soule hen; to amend, 

To heven to fulow the trane. 

If" 
Sethin unto the Hole Goat, 
To kepe the out of werkis wast, 

And out of dedle syn ; 
Ten pater noster say thou then, 
Fore brekyng of thi hestis ten. 

And thus tbou schalt begyn. 

»< ; 

On the werkeday jif that thou be 
About thi labor trculy. 

In word as thou most nede. 
On the haleday thou fulfyl, 
Ri3ht as I have sayd the tyll. 

And thou art out of drede. 

And oche eday thi masse tbou here, 

And take hale bred and hale watere 

Out of the prestis bond ; 
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Soche grace God bath 5if the, 
jif that thou dey sodenlj 

Fore thi housil hit schal the atood. 

^? 
Fore luche a power that bleuyDg hit haa, 
That God blewud the bred Id vildernea. 

And two fyachis also, 
And fedd therwith v. thosaad men, 
xij. lepus of relef laft after theo, 

Soche lordia ther be do moo. 

u 

And also loke that je be 
In perfjte love and charyle, 

And out of dedle ii;n ; 
What ry3tfui bone that je crave, 
Afike God and je schul have, 

Aod beveo blis to wyn. 

41 

Alle that han herd this eermon 
A c. days of pardoD, 

Saynt Gregor4 grauntis 30U this. 
Out of this word wen je schfa)^ wynd, 
Jeshu save 30U from the fynd, 

Aod bring jour soule to hi is. 
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F. 1, 1. t.— The HS. commences imperfect];, aDdtbere ia 
nothing to show how much is lost ; but it miut hare been mote 

than eleven leaves. See p. 10. 

P. 3, 1. 1 .— Cayme,] This is the usual early orthography of 
Cain's name. See Kers Ploughman, ed. Wright, p. 166. 

P. 4, 1, 1. — Nou 3»/ a aomttn.'] This, and the following 
stanza are repeated by Audelay at f. 30 of the same MS. 

P. 4, 1. 9. — Herein alvryte.'] Read, here in al wyse. 

P. 4, 1. 16.— ffonne.] i.e. own. 

P. 4, I. H.—Ayri$.'\ i.e., heirs. A similar oilhogtapby 
occurs in other places. See p. 12. 

P. 5,1. 3. — Loleh^.'l i.e., aprivatecompauiou, abed-fellow. 
So in Piers Ploughman, p. 62. 

She blenetli thue biubopea, 
Theigh Uud be lowed ; 



And prMSta ina;nt«i»th. 
To hiTB lanrnm and Icltbiii 
AH* bin Gf daia. 
And brjngfl^ forth banbev, 
Aj«D tbrbods Iiwea. 

P. a, 1. 22.— Ezekiel SMiii. 11. 

P. 8, L 22.~Faglh, hope, and cAiiryf^.]— Allndiug to St 
Paul's EpiaL tothe Corinthians, siii. 13. 

P. 8, 1.23.- Br.] Read, be. 

P. 10, 1. 14.- rAe day of dome.'] These four verses were 
probably dictated by Audelay, and go far to prove that the 
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MS. was the first copy made. The leaf referred to b bat Willi 
the commencement. 

P. 11, I. 8— This is the condodon of the creed of S». 
Aihana^us. 

P. 11,1. 6. — Fontton.'] lUod, tbaiBton. 

P. 1 1, 1. 10. — Mandata servo.'] Bead, tnandaU tjtu ttrva, 
Thi* ia from EcdesiaMesziL 13. 

P. 12, L 7.— 1 Corinth, iii. 10. 

P. 13, 1. 21.-^ohn xiT. 15. 

P. 13, 1. a.—SitucovT.'] Bead, Saveour. 

P. 13,1. U—MarcoLI See another allnsioa to Uaroolf at 
p. 90. The dialogue between this persona^ and Solomon, 
wat a favorite piece of the middle ages. The following is 
given as a specimen. It seems tliat Solomon was so enraged 
with him, that be podtiTely commanded Harcolf nerer to let 
him see him again " between the eyes ;' and &e history proceeds 
as follows: — 

" Maicolphns veio moleste ferens injuriam sibi de rege fae- 
tam, et qood jnsserat ut eum amplius in mediis oculis Don 
nderet, cogitabat quid ageret Deinde nocte insecuta nix 
multa de (meIo ceradit. Tune STaicolpliUB cepit oribium in 
manu una, et pedem msi in manu altera, et calceamenta sua 
transfeisa, et qoasi besda quatuoi pedibus per plateas mbis 
coepit ire. Cum antem venisset extra ciritalem, invenit fdr- 
num unum, et intravit in eum. Nocte antem abennte, dies 
venit, et familiaree regis siugentes, tiamitem Marcolphi inve- 
nerunt, et vstimantes esse tramitem aliciyus mirabilis besdK, 
regi nunoiaverunt Tunc rex cum copula cauum, et cum 
renatoribos Cffipit peiseqni TesHgia Marcolphi. Cum autem 
renisset ante funiam, et vestigia defecissent, descendunt ad as 
fumi bspicere. Marcolphus vera jacebat in facie sua curra- 
Ins, et deposuit braeam suam, apparebantque ei nares, cuius, 
cnrgulio, et testiculi. Quem videos rex ait; Quia est hie 
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qui ibi jocet P Mucolph. ego snin. Respoiidit Salomon : 
Quomodo, inquit, ita jaces ? Uaicol. Tu pnecepisti mihi ne 
ampliua me videres in medik oculb ; si auteni Don via me 
ridere ia mediis ocidis, Tideas me in medio ouli. — (Ad fin, 
Epiit. Obtcwmvm ViroTum, 12iro. Franc. 1643, p. 603.) 

P. 13, 1.3S.-Matlhew vi. 31. 

F. 14, 1. 7. — Seeatma:} i.e. aa executor. This class of 
pereoiiB bU under a serere satire in an old proTeib printed in 
the Seliquice Antiqua,—" Two teeatitn and an oreneef make 
thiee thieres.* 

P. 15, 1. 17. — Bayard.'] Probably the tenn for a bay hone. 
The uld prorerb of Bayard tlie Blind is the reverse of " look 
before you leap," Audelay compares himself to old blind 
Bayard. 

P. Iff, 1. Sd.— Uattbew xzr. 41. 

F.16,1, 13.— Oiireirnitilwr/oiu.] Audelay here describes 
one of his brother monks, and in lines of no oonlemptible 
meriL The baselord, though often worn by priests, was for- 
bidden, and John Marks, in bis poem on the duties of a pa- 
rish priest, inveighs strongly against ibi being worn bj persons 
in holy orders. Compare Fieri Plotigkftutn, p. 302. 

1/lemd TDcm vute 
Wlut Ibb LaQrn meneth. 
And nlio wu m jn audaoT, 
Bf ocbe mndar ma ddnbgth, 
But if monj a preot been, 
Fca hir boftelardet and hir brochei, 
A pdrs orbeda in bit hand, 
And a book oadei hir anoe. 
ara Johau ud die Geffra; 
Huh a (^idd of lilTar, 
A iatelari ol a bnllok-lniyf. 
With bo«oTu over gille. 

P. 16, 1. 3d.— Ecclesiastes i. 3, 
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NOTES. 8S 

P. 18, 1. 14.— AperU et ifuftncte.] The indiBtitict manner 
in which the re&diDg oi chantiDg w&s often pertbrmed, fur- 
nished Butgect for manj complaints. See Wright's notes to 
Rers Ploughman, p. 547. The following verses are iu MS. 
Lansd. 763 ;— 

HH annt qm I^almH coxTampniit neqiiiter nljaaa : 
Jmglet cnm Jupv, lepar, gilpei qaoqn*, dnggar. 
Honuibr, bHliTppei, ba-njaaex, dc et oTsrJeper, 
Fr^miiu mboiimi TativillQi coUi^t honmi. 

F. 18, L V7.^Mifef^i:\ See Matthew sr. 8. 

F. 19,1. 1. A Latin beading is here so nearly destroyed b; 
the binder, as to be uninteUigible. 

P. 22, 1. I.— A chert fayre.'] Cherry fain are s^l held in 
Worcestershire on Sunday erenings, in the cherry orchards ; 
and being oAen made the resort for lovers, and the Hgbt and 
gay, may appropriately retain their significant type of the 
uncertainty and rani^ of the tbings of Ibis worid. The 
siinile is used by Gower, and other early writers. The cherry 
season maa a time of some consequence in our Western coun- 
liea, and, in some respects, is so stiU. See Fiers Floughman, 



P. 23, 1 


, 10.- 


-Sodi/m*.2 Read, bodyius. 




P. 23,1 


.10. 


-Lukeiiv. 11. 






P. 23,1 


.14.- 


-Abati.-] Read, 


abate. 




P. 24,1 


.26.. 


-Leriticus xiu. ; 


31. 




P. 28,1 


.12.- 


-Matthew rii. 7. 






P. 28,1. 


28.- 


-Luke xi. 9. 






P. 31. 1. 3.- 


-^peny.] Eead,apeny. 




P. 31, 1 


.10.- 


-Luke Ti. 36, 






P. 31, 1 


.24. 


— JVuHum.] See 


1 Peter iii. 9. We should 


here probably i 


read aon. 






P32, 1 


1. 2fl 


.-To Oxford h 


. seofe.] These curi 


0U8 lines 


have already been quoted by Mr. James Heywood i 


nhisedi. 
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tion of the Merton College Statutes. In the second !ine we 
should lead kyndryd. 

P. 33. 1. 'Ha.—Aldr^ This ibnn of the word maj be stiU 
heud in Shropshire. 

P. 36, 1. 14.-John K. 14. 

P. 36, 1. 25.— Matthew iri. 19. 

P. 37, 1. 15.—^ InUtT.'] The origin of the term Mbntis 
doubtful ; but according to Mr. Wright, it seems to mean ge- 
nerally people who go about from place to place mlh a hjrpo- 
critjcal show of prajing and devotion, nearly oorrespondmg 
to the modem appellation of nuthoditU. Here it retJers to 
the new sect which had spniog up with WicUiffe, but the term 
was certainly in use both in Germany and in Esgland, long 
befiire the reformed rehgion was broached in this country by 
the reformer of Lutterworth. Johannes Hocsemius, quoted 
by Ducange, says in his chronicle of the year 1309, " Eodem 
anno <^uidam hypociitte gyiovagi, qui LUlardi me Detim 
/aHdantet vocabantur, per Hannoniam et Brabantiam quasdam 
muli«es nobiles deceperunt." The term, used in the latter paK 
of the fourteenth century as one of reproach, was aAerwards 
contemptuously given to the Church reformers. 

P. 40, 1. 7,— Matthew vi. 34. 

P. 44, 1. 11.— .Rfuayiu.] B«ad, ressayus. 

P. 44, 1. 22.— Luke, i. 37. 

F. 48, 1. 22.- Pne/umfur] Read, prmnwtitvr. 

P. 49, 1. 26.— iowAiy,] So in the Hmue of Fame, ii. 187:— 





no oomrdej. 




it ben cordM, 


ADd eke of love mo 


elchBOngii 


Than ever come we 


le in gmungU. 



P. 49, 1. 27.— Psalm lixxv. 10. 

P. 49, L 29.- jlri/e.] Read, asise. 

P. 51, 1. H.—FaveQ Flattery. So in Piers Ploughman, 
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Lok« up on tbi left htlf, 
And lo where he ttondeth ! 
Both Fall and Fasti, 
Aod bite hem mmje. 

P. f>3, 1. 1 L—Make ameTulyi.'] The following extract from 
I curious MS. of tlie fitteeotli centuij, in tlie Public Library 

it Cambridge, Ff.'ii. 3B, will illustrate this peissage : — 

Mm, yf thou wUt of li«t«yls Ujnne, 

And chaiytA faflpfl in eche cbaoiiefl, 
U J meicj Hmie uhalt Ihon wjniie, 

So IfaoD do hajtyt of panuuice. 
Loke thjn berte be contrjts wylii jnoe, 

Aod 1017 Ibr th; mjigonnuiinca ; 
Wlut pio^tjth tha to ibxyn thy aynne, 

Bat lluu in berte bHTe icpentaniiDa 7 
Hum acDTiKat. and panauoe dojit tboa mona, 

For thj- ajniM but Ibju berte be nre ; 
For voriddj' kcaa IbOD makrat moooa. 

Than ajiinaat and lorowest fiogbt Iherfinv. 
And jt Ihf body van iroo begone, 

Wh«t bjiUnr medjcyne the Jeren ware, 
Jojing thoa woldeat hyt tale anoone, 

To boodelj hele tha to radon. 
Thy towle with >yonB y» gooall j slsjoe. 

And thon with-Dwt Bonw th j lyoae telka ; 
To do aoche peruanco thoa art not &jne, 

As thj Mhrji\Bj Fadar, Qbe comiaAjIev. 
Thon «yll never roatore ejgjne 

FhIh goten good that thon wytb mellet. 
Hid tboD mmte Blgsta toBn pajne 

For tbj >jane hen, or somewhen eUea . 
Hjt ja bnpoasjhle and maj not be, 

To pane fro joyB to yoje wortbj ; 
Talie the erou to the and Iblow me, 

If thoa wjU to my hlya ap-ifye, 
Sekenes and all adverajte, 

'Whataoerer oometh enfie pacyently. 
Hate alirey lynne and bo byt flee, 

And aak» uataiji, man, n tboo dye '. 
Lord, yf me gnee aawndyt to make, 

For of my aeUi me hylyth powan, 
Synue tbit yi deedly to bviake. 

And to do dadya tbal worthy meryte were. 
In Una worlda Mnd roe woo and wi^, 

For lynnea that y bare doon laen! 
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Pot Dij Nike xxi Jeere uid moo, 

OisW tniqila In sKbe lot me Hum htdd ; 
Tb J modnr and thy pottety* ibo, 

bi grata djMeae tliat Ijfeft they bdd«. 
In ndTeisjti and moche woo, 

Muton and coufnaoun weien cladd ; 
Id aoohe a compenj (o go, 

In thy lyieiey y Bchole be gladd. 
Sylhai ibe deilyng Ihat with the doyth^ d*dle, 

Bad aoche an advenyt^ m thya lyfe ; ' 

What belt may thank or tonge telle, 

The peyne, ths angwyich, and the atrylb 
That dampned msa ichaUs have in helle. 

There endelei wooea and Kmnris ben ryfe? 
I wole Ibr-uke my iiynnes blla. 

And to a dyacnet preat y wola me scbiylb ; 
In (nwe penaunce yi myn entente. 

Prom bou £>iwBjd my tyme to ^code. 
And kape y wole thy commauudoaant. 

EUya in belle Ijei y icballe be brende '. 
Ryalle repeyie, ryche robes, and rente, 

What may they hetpe me at uyn ende ? 
BM y the aerre y acballe be icbenle, 

Hen^, Jeaoe, y wole amende \ 

P. 98, 1. 8.— ^ytd.] i.e. vinegar. 
P. 69, 1. \a.-Ewrre.] Bead, eyere. 
P. eo, ]. 13,— Cm.] i,e. a kiss. 
P. 63, 1. Z,— Luke xxiii. 42. 
P, 63, L 4.— Luke xxiii, 43. 
P. 63, 1 26.— Matthew xxvii. 46. 
P. 64, 1. 1.— Mark xvi. 34. 
P. 64, 1. lO.-Jobn M. 38. 
P. 64, 1. 23.— Luke xxiii. 46. 
P.flS, L7.-Johnxx. 30. 
P. 71, 1. a— Luke i. 2» 

P. 76, 1. 7.— This legend does not seem lo be in 
S&nctoniin, but see ii. 153. 
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One of the most remarkable and widely spread 
legends of the Middle Ages, was that of St> 
Brandan. Almost all nations which lived near 
the sea have had Uieir legendary navigators. St. 
Brandan was a Christian Ulysses, and his story had 
much the same influence on the western Catholics, 
as the Odysaey upon the Greeks. There are seve- 
ral remarkable points of similarity between St. 
Brandan and the Sinbad of the Arabian Nights, 
and at least one incident in the two narrativos is 
identical,— that of the disaster on the back of the 
great fish. How far the Christians of the West 
were acquainted with the story of Sinbad it is 
dif&cult to say, but we have nearly conclusive 
reasons for believing that the legend of St. Bran- 
dan was known at an early period to the Arabs. 
Some of the Arabian geographers describe the 
" Island of Sheep," and the " Island of Birds," in 
the Western Ocean, in words which must have 
been taken from our Christian legend. 

The legend of St. Brandan exercised an influ- 
ence on geographical science down to a late 
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period, and it entered as an important element 
in the feelings ot the Spanish sailors when 
they went to the discover; of America. There 
are, indeed, some incidents in the legend which 
might be supposed to have arisen &om the tradi- 
tional stories of early adventurers, (for such there 
were without doubt), who had been accidentally 
or designedly carried far out in the extreme west. 
So late as the end of the sixteenth century, the 
Spaniards and Portuguese believed in the existence 
of the Isle of St. Brandan, situated in the direc- 
tion of the Canaries, which was seen sometimes 
by accident, but whioh could never be found when 
sought for (quando se busca no ee halla.) This 
notion existed still later in Ireland. Several ex- 
peditions were fitted out by the Spaniards in search 
of this island ; a king of Portugal is said to have 
made a conditional cession of it to another person, 
" when it sboold be found" ; and when the crown 
of Portugal ceded its right over the Canaries to 
the Oastiliana, the treaty included the Island of 
St. Braudan, as the island which had not yet hem 
/tmnd. There were many who believed that this 
isle of St. Brandan had served as the retreat of 
Don Bodrigo, when Spain was invaded by the 
Arabs, and at a later period of king Sebastian, 
after the fatal battle of Alcazar. 

Aa far as I have been able to trace the history 
of the Legend of St. Brandan, I am inolined to 
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think that it first took the definite form io which 
it afterwards appeared, in the hitter part of the 
eleventh century, at which time, probably, the 
Latin proae Darrative was written; although I 
think M. Jubinal has somewhat over-rated the 
antiquity of the manueoripta used for hia edition. 
Metrical versions of the legend, in Latin and 
An^o-Norman, appeared in England as early as 
the reign of Henry I, and are preserved in manu- 
soripta in the BritisH Museum, the Latin one ' 
in MS. Cotton. Vespas B. XI., and the Anglo- 
Norman version, dedicated to Henry^s queen, 
Aaliz, in MS. Cotton. Vespas. B.X. The MSS. 
of the prose Latin text are very numerous ; it 
has been edited, with early French versions in 
prose and verse, by M. Achille Jubinal, in kd 
interesting volume entitled La Legmde Latine 
de S. Brandainea, avec vme traduction mieUie m 
prose et en po4ne Bomanea, 8vo., Paris, 1836, to 
which I refer for further information on the sub- 
ject, and for an account of the numerous other 
vendons in almost every language of the West, 
several of which were printed in the earlier ages 
of typography. 

The English metrical version of this legend, now 
printed for the first time, is extracted from the 
early metrical series of Saints' Lives, which is so 
frequently met with among English manuscripts, 



nign^Kji-v Google 



and whiah appears to have been composed to- 
warda the end of the thirteenth, or beginning 
of the fourteenth centmy. The copy from which 
it is here printed, (MS. Harl. No. 2277, fol. 41. 
v".) is of the earlier part of the fourteenth con- 
tniy. ThiB version is somewhat abridged from the 
Latin text, and difiers so much from it in one or 
two circumstanccB, that it would appear to have 
been taken immediately from some other source. 
The English prose version is taken from Wynkyn 
^e Worde's edition of the Golden Legend (Lond. 
1527), and may assist such of our readers as are less 
intimately acquainted with the language of the 
fourteenth century, in understanding the metrical 
legend. I have never examined into the question 
ofthe immediate source of the Lives in the English 
Golden Legend, but there is such a close resem- 
blance between the two versions here printed, not 
unfreqnently approaching to an identity of words, 
that there can be little donbt of the one having been 
taken from the other. In the few hasty notes 
thrown together at the end, I have selected two or 
three various readings from a collation (made se- 
veral years ago) of the text of the Harleian manu- 
scripts, with a good copy of the metrical Saints* 
Lives, in the Library of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge, R. 3, 25. 
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THE METRICAL LIFE OF 
ST. BEANDAN. 



Q EINT Brendan the holl man was jund of Irlsnde; 

Monek he w^as of bard lyf, as ich understonde. 
Of fasting, of penance y-nou3 s abbod he was there 
Of a thousend monekes that alle an under him were. 
So that hit fill an a dai, aa oure Lorerdes wille was, 
That Barint^ another abbot, to him com bi cas ; 
Seint Brendan him biao3te anon that he scholde under- 
stonde, 
And telle that he i-sej aboute in other londe. 
This gode man, tho he hurde this, sikinges he makede 

y-nowe, 
And bigan to wepe in gret thojt, and ful adoun i-snoje. 
Bituene his armes seint Brendan this holi man up nom, 
And caste aud cride on him forte that his wit aje com : 
"Fader," he seide, "par charite, other red thn moat 

take; 
Hider thu com for onte solaz, and for such deol to ma^e, 
Tel oug what thu hast i-seje, as thu hast aboute i-wend 
In the mochele see of occian, as oure Loverd the hath 
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2 THE METRICAL LIFE 

Nou ia the see of occiau grettest and me&t also, 

For he goth the wordle aboute and alle othere goth 

therto. 
So that Barint the olde man rijt at his hnrte gronnde, 
Wei wepinge bigan to telle what he er fotmde ; 
He aeide, " Ich hadde a godaone, Mernoc was hia name, 
Monek he was as we beotli, and man of grete fame, 
So that his hnrte gan wende to a privei Bt«de and stUle, 
Ther he miste alone beo to servi God at wille ; 
So that bi mi Icve he wende and alone droaj 
To an ylle that ia in the see that is delitable y-uonj, 
Biside the Montayne of Stones that conth is wel wide. 
So longe that thia gode monek in this ylle gan abide, 
That he hadde under him monekes meni on. 
.Anon tho ich i-hurde this, thider-ward ich gan gon. 
So that in avisioun oure suete Loverd him kende. 
That aje me, er ich come ther, threo joumeyes he wende. 
So that we dude oua in a schip, and evere eat-ward we 

drowe 
In the see of occian with turmentz y-nowe. 
Towardtban estsofurwe wende, that we come attelaate 
In a stude suytbe dure and clouden overcaate ; 
Al o tide of the dai we were in durchede. 
Atte laste oure suete Loverd forthere ons gan lede, 
So that we se^e ane lond, thiderward oure schip drou5, 
Bri3tterehit thojte than the aonne, joye ther was y-nonj. 
Of treon, of erbes, thikke bit stod biset in eche ude ; 
Of preciose stones ek that brijte scbyneth wide ; 
Eche erbe was ful of flourea, eche treo ful of frut, 
Bote hit were in hevene nas nevere more dedut. 
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Theriane with joye y-noii3 longe we gonne wende ; 
Thej hit oua lute while tho3te, we ne mijte fynde non 

ende, 
So that we come to a water cler and brijt y-nouj, 
That evene fram-ward than est to-ward thane west 

We stode and bibnlde aboute, for we ne mijte over 

wende ; 
Tber com to oua a jung man suythe fur and hende, 
He welcomede oua everechon miltheUche and suete, 
And nemnede evereches owe name, and wel myldeliche 

ous gan grete, 
And Beide, " je mijto wel Jhesn Crist wel faire thonki 

mid ri3t«, 
That Bchowetb 30U bis priveite and so moche of his 

This the lond that he wole 5ut er the wordles ende 
Hb durlings an urtbe 5eve, and hider hi schuUs wende; 
This lond is half in this side, as $e seoth wel wide. 
And bijunde the water halfen-del al bi tbother aide. 
That water ne mowe je passi no3t, that other del to 

Her 5e babbeth al a jer meteles i-beo, 
That je ne ete ne drinke nojt, ne slepe mid joure eje; 
Ne chile ne bete ne fonde je a05t, ne no nyjt i-se5e ; 
For this is Godes priv6 stede, thurf him is al this lijt, 
Tberfore hit worth her evre dai, and nevre more ni5t. 
If man nadde aje Godea beate nothing mis-do, 
Herinne hi badde jut i-lyved and here ofspring also. 
}e ne mote bilere her no leng, agen je mote fare, 
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The3 liit ne thencbe jou bote & while, je habbeth i-beo 

her jare." 
That BO he broujte one in our schip, and faire his leva 

And tho we were ham-ward in the see, we nnste whar 

he bicom. 
Aje-ward we wende asen oure wiUe, tliat of-tbo3t6 ou8 

Ajen to this other monekea this Bchip wel evene dron j ; 
Tbie monekes nme a3en oiu, tho hi ona mi3te i-aeo, 
And 3ori were and wrotbe y-nou3 that we hadde so long 

i-beo. 
We seide hem that we hadde i-beo in alle joye and feste, 
Bifore the jatsB of Faradys, in the loud of biheate, 
That cure suete Loverd hath bihote hem that he loveth 

her, 
Ther is evere diu, and nevere 0131, and evere Ii5t snytbe 

cler. 
" Certes," quath this monekee, "this we mowe i-seo 
Bi the suete smyl of 30U, that 36 habbeth ther i-beo." 
THO seint Brendan i-hurde this, he thojte and atod 

stillet 
He wende about his monekea, and tuelre out be nom, 
That he triate to meat of alle whan eni neode him com; 
Thuse he nom in consail, and in privet^ sede, 
" Siggeth what joure consail is to do snch a dede." 
"Leovefader," quath this othere, " oure wille we hab- 
beth forsake, 
Oure freoud and al oure other god, and clanliche to 
the i-take ; 
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And whan al oure dede is on the, and ihu woBt that 

hit beo, 
We schuHe bEtheliche with the weiide Godea grace to 

eeo." 
So that hi fast« fourti dawes, andgret penance dnde also, 
And bede jmrne oure Loverdes grace thuite veyage 

to do. 
Hi leten hem di3te a gret schip, and above hit al bi -caste ' 
"With bole huden atronge y-nou y-uailed therto fast^ 
And siththe i-piched al above, that the water ne come. 
Hi wende to here bretberen, and wel feire here leve 

nome, 
And aiththe in oure Loverdes same to achipe wende 

anon; 
Here bretheren that bihynde were sori were echon. 
And tho hi were in the achip, after ther come go tno, 
And bede faate that hi moate thane wei mid hem go. 
" je mowe wel," qnath seint Brendan, "ac 30ure on 

achal atia ende 
Bepenti er he com aje, and ol quic to helle wende." 
Thider wende this boU man whoder oure Loverd hem 

sende. 
And thia tuei moaekes that come laat alao.with hem 

wende. 
TN the grete aee of occian forth hi rewe faste. 

And triste al to oure Loverdes grace, and nothing 

nere agaste. 
The see drof here schip after wil, the wjnd was gret 

y-nou3 : 
As the wynd hem drof est forth, wel evene the achip 

him drou] 
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Evene aje that the sonne ariseth a luidsomeres da^ i 
Nou nuste non of hem whar he was, ne no lond he ne 

say. 
Evene forth ri3t fourti dajes the wynd hem drof faate. 
So that hi Be5e in the north side a gret ylle atte laste, 
Of harde toche and gret y-nou, in the see wel heje ; 
Three dayea hi wende ther-aboute er hi nujte come 

ther neje. 
A lute havene he fonde tho, a-loud hi wende there. 
Hi wende a-lond ae maakede men, hi nuat« war hi were j 
Ther com go a wel fair bound, as hit were hem to lere; 
At eeint Brendanes fet he f ul a-doun, and makede faire 

chere. 
"Beau freres," quath seint Brendan, "je ne thore 

nothing drede ; 
Ich wot this is a messager the rijte wei out to lede." 
This hound ladde this holi man to an halle fair y-nouj, 
Gret and stare and suythe noble, eyene in he drou5. 
This monekea fonde in this halle bord and cloth i-sprad, 
And bred and fipch ther-nppe y-nouj, ther was non 

that naa glad. 
Hi sete a-doua and ete faste, for hem luste wel ther-to; 
Beddea ther were al jare y-maked, er here soper were 

i-do, 
After here soper to bedde hi wende to restea hem as 

the wise. 
Tho hi hadde alle i-slepe y-nouj, sone hi gonne arise. 
And wende to here schip, as hi hadde er i-beo ; 
In the see wel longe hi were er hi mijte lond i-seo. 
Tho hi seje, ae bi thother side, an ylle fair y-nouj, 
Grene and wel fiur lese, thider- ward here schip drouj 
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Tho hi come OD this faire lond, and blhuldesboute wide, 
The fftireste schsep that mijte beo hi seje in eche ride j 
A scheep was grettere than an oxe, whittere ne mi3te 

Don beo. 
Gretjoyebi hadde in here bntte, that hi mijte this i-seo. 
Ther com go a wel fair man, and grette hem with fure 

chere, 
And seide, " je beoth hider i-come ther 56 nevere nere : 
This is i-cUped the Lond of Scheep, for scheep wel 

faire her beoth, 
Mochele and white and grete y-nouj, as je al dai i-seoth ; 
Fairere hi beoth than joure scheep, grettere unyliche. 
For murie weder is her y-nouj, and lese suythe riche. 
Her nis nevere wyuter non, for her nia non i-founde, 
Aehieteth therbes nue as hi8pringethoftbeg[ro]undei 
Ne me ne gadereth nojt of here mule, that hi scfaold 

the worse beo, 
For this thing and meni other the bet hi mowe i-theo. 
To a stede je Bchnlle hunne wende, thurf oure Loverdes 

grace, 
That is Foweles Parays, a wel joyful place; 
Ther je shulle this Ester beo, and this Witsonedai also. 
Wendeth forth aGodes name, that thisTey age werei-dol" 
gEINT Brendan and his bretheren to schipe wende 

And rue forthe faste in the see, with tempest meni on. 
So that hi seje in another side an ylle gret y-D0U5 ; 
Here scbip thurf Godes grace thider-wardes drouj. 
Tho hit cam alraest ther- to, upe the roche hit gan ride. 
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That hit ne mijte nojt to the ylle come, mc bilevede 

biside. 
This monekea wende up to this ylle, ac seint Brendan 

nojt; 
This monekes gonne make here mete of that hi hadde 

i-brojt. 
Hi makede fur, and soden hem fiich in a caudronn faste j 
Er this fish were i-sode, somdel lii were agaste. 
For tho this fiir was thnrf hot, the jle quatede anon. 
And with gret eir hupte al up ; this monekes dradde 

echon, 
Hi bihulde hon the yle in the see wende fasts. 
And as a quic thing hupte up and donn, and that fur 

fram him caste. 
He suatu more than tuei myle while this fur i-laste. 
The monekes i-seje the fur wel louge, and were sore 

agaste; 
Hi cride jume on seint Brendan, what the wonder were. 
"Beoth stille,"qsath this gode man, "for nojt 5enabbe 

fere I 
56 weneth that hit beo an yle, ac je thencheth amis, 
Hit is a fisch of this grete see, the gretteate that ther is, 
Jascom he is i-cleped, and fondeth nijt and dai 
To putte his tail in his mouth, ac for gretniase he ne 

mai." 
Forth hi rue in the see evene west wel faste 
Three day es er hi eeje lond, hi were somdel agaste ; 
Tho se5en hi a wel fair lond, of floures tbikke y-nouj. 
Wel glade hi were tho hi seje that here schip thider 
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In this faire lond hi wende lengere than ich teller 
So that hi fonde in a place a suTthe noble welle ; 
Bi the welle stode a treo, brod and round y-nouj, 
Foweles white and faire y-nouj were ia ererech bonj. 
That unethe eni leef hi mi}t« theron i-seo, 
Ther was joye and bli8sey-nou3 to lokie on snche o 

treo. 
CEINT Brendan for joye wep, and sat a-doun a-kneo, 
And bad oure Loverd schowi bim what such a cas 

mijte bee. 
Tho flej ther up a lute fowel, the he gan to fle<^ 
As a fitbele his nyngesfurde tbo he to him-ward gan teo; 
Marie instrument nevere nas that his wyngen were. 
He bibuid seint Brendan with wel faire chere. 
"Ich bote," seide seint Brendan, "if thn ert messager, 
That thu si^ie me what ert, and what je doth ber." 
The5 hit thojte aje cunde, this fowel ansuerede anon, 
" We were," he seide, " anm tyme was, angles in bevene 

echon; 
As sone as we were y-maked, oure maister was to prout^ 
Lucefer, for his fairhede, that he fol aone oul^ 
And mid bim also meni on, aa here dede waa. 
And we fnlle also a-dous, ac for no aynne hit nas, 
Ac for nothing that we aaaentede to Us foule uiiri3t, 
Bote Boulement for to schewe oure Loverdes suete niijt ; 
Ne we ne beoth her in pyne non, ac in joye y-nouj 

webeoth. 
And aomdel oure suete Loverdes mijte we seoth, 
And bi the nrthe we fleotb, and bi the lifte also. 
As gode angles and lithere ek rijt is for to do. 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



10 TBE METRICAL LIFE 

The gode to do men god, the litbere lithere makietli ; 
And Sonedai, that is dai of reat, such forme we maketh. 
The forme of snche white foweles as thu mijt i-seo, 
Honureth God that oub makede her on this brode treo. 
Tuelf month bit i-passed nou, that je gunne out wend^ 
And alle this six 3er e schulle fare, er je achuUe bringe 

}Oure wille to eude ; 
Forwhan je habbeth i-wend sove3er, oure Loverd wole 

jou sende 
A sijt that je habbeth longe i-so5t^ anon after the Bove 

5eres ende j 
Eche 3er je schulle her mid ous holde Estw fest^ 
As je nou doth, forte je come to the lond of biheste." 
Nou was hit an Esterdai that al this was i-do,; 
The fowel nom his leve of hem, and to his felawes 

wende tho. 
The foweles tho hit ere was, bigonne here evesong ; 
Muriere song ne mijte i-beo, thej God silf were among. 
The monekes wende to bedde and slope, tho sopex w as i -do, 
And tho hit was tyme of niatynB hi ariae ther-to. 
The foweles sunge ek here matins wel rijt tho hit was 

Andof the Saut«r selde the vers, andsithtbe al to prime. 
And undeme siththe and middai, andafterwardesnon, 
And ecbe tyde songen of the dai as cristene men scholde 

don. 
This monekes were in the lond ei3te wyke also, 
For to al the feste of Ester and of Witsonedai were i-do ; 
Tko com atte Trinite this gode roan to hem thor. 
That spao with hem in the Lond of Scheep, and ladde 
, about er, 
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Heohargedehereschipauythewel mid mete and driiike 

y-nouj, 
And tiom bia leve wel bendelicbe, and a3e'ward drouj. 
Tho seint Brendan was in his echip and his brethereu 

aUo, 
This fowel that spac with hem er, wel sone com hem to. 
He seide, "je habbeth her with ousthishejefestei-beo, 
Gret travayl jott is to come er je eftsone loud i-seo j 
^e schulleth after Bove mouthes i-seo a wel fair ^le. 
That Abbey is i-cliped, that is hunne meni a myle. 
je schulleth beo mid holie men this mydewynter there, 
joure Ester je schulle holde ther as 36 dude to jere, 
Upe the grete fisches rugge, ther tbi monekes were in 

fere, 
And joure Ester mid ous rijt as je nou were." 
Seint Brendan a Godes name, and his bretheren echon, 
In the grete see of occian forth wende anon ; 
The wynde hem harlede up and doun in peryls menl on. 
So wen hi were of here lyre, that hi nuste whoder gon. 
Four monthes hi were in the see, in this grete turment, 
That hi ne seje nothing bote the see and the firmament ; 
Tho sejen hi fur fram hem an ylle as hit were, 
Hi cride jumeon Jliesu Crist that hi muste aryve there, 
jut after than that seint Brendan furst this jle i-sej, 
Intheseehiwendefourtidayeserhimijtecometherne}; 
That hem thojte here lyf hem was loth, this monekes 

were ^aste, 
Hi cride jume on Jhesu Criat, and his help bede faste. 
A lute harene suythe streit hi foode atte laste, 
TJnethe here schip com ther nej, here ankre ther hi cast. 
This monekes wende ther a-lond, wellonge hemthojteer, 
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Hi wende and biholde aboute, wel murie hem tho5te 

ther. 
So that hi eeja tuei faire wellen, that on waa sujthe cler, 
And thother wori and thikle y-nou ; the tnonekes jeode 

ner 
To drinke of this faire wil ; seint Brende seide tbo he 

hit i-sej, 
" "W^thoiite love of oth^ men ne come nojt ther nej, 
Of olde men that therinne beoth, for mid gode wille 
Hi wolleth parti therof with jon, therfore beoth 3ut 

Htille." 
A fair old man and anythe hor ajen hem com gon, 
He wolcomede hem faire y-nouj, and aeint Brendan 

cnate anon. 
He nom and ladde him bi the bond bi a fair wei, 
Aboute into meni o stede, and Biththe into an abbei. 
Seint Brendan bihuld abonte, and escbtewhat hit were, 
And what maner men were therinne, and ho wonede 

Sttlle him was that olde man, and ne jaf him non 

anauere. 
Tbo seje bi come a fair corent, and a croice to-fore hem 

here. 
With taperes in eche side, monekes hit were echon, 
Beyeated in faire copes ajen hem hi come anon, 
With processioun tair ynou ; the abbot bibynde com, 
And faire cnste seint Brendan and bi the bond Mm nom, 
And ladde him and his monekes into a wel fair balle. 
And sette hem a-doim a-renk, and woscbe here fet alie. 
Of the wori wel hi wosche here fet, that bi er i-seje ; 
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Into the freitour hi ladde hem eiththe and sefte hem 

ther wel heje 
1-melled with hia owe covent ; tho hi were ftlle i-sel«, 
Ther com on and flervede hem, and broujte hem alle 

mete; 
A fair whit lof he eette, Mtnene tao and tuo, 
White morea aa hit were of erbee bifore hem eette also, 
Suettere thing ne mijte beo, hi ne knewe hit nojt on, 
Of the clere wel that hi aeje er the monekea dronke 

echon. 
"Beotlinoii glade," the abbot seide, "and diinketh 

nou y-nouj. 
In charite, of thulke wat«r that $e wolde er with wouj ; 
Hit is betere dronke in charite, whan hit ie jon i-broujt. 
Than je hit theofliche nome, as je hadde er i-thojt. 
This bred that we eteth nou, we nut«tb whanne hit is, 
Ac a strong man hit bringeth ech dai tooureceleri-wia; 
We nutetb nojt bote thorf Grod wiuumes bit is i-broujt, 
For ho so doutetb Jhesu Crist, him ne failleth nojt. 
Four and tiienti freres we beoth her, and whan we 

beoth i-sete, 
Tuelf anche lores eche dai me bringeth ous to mete ; 
And feste and everech holi daj, and whan hit Sone- 

dfuis. 
Me bringith oub four and toenti loses, and ech monek 

haretb his, 
That ech frere of that he lereth wlte to his soper ; 
For }ou hit is to-dai i-dnbled, as je seoth nou her. 
For oure covent nis no3t her, for moche del is un-y-ete, 
So that oure Lorerd tburf his grace ech dai sendeth 

oure mete, 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



14 THE METRICAL LIFE 

Siththe seiut Patrikes dai, and seint Alvey alao. 

We habbeth i-beo her fourscore 3er that noman ne com 

ouB to; 
Erereft oure Loverd tborf tuB grace i-fed oub hath 

echon. 
This weder ie murie evere ek, and eiknisse nis ther son. 
And whan we schule do onre serviBe, onre Loyerd tent 

oure lijt, 
And oure taperea ne beoth nothe laBse, the) hi heme 

day and nyjt." 
Hi arise up and to churche wende, tho hi hadde alle 

y-ete, 
Tuelf oth^ freres of the queor hi mette to-ward the 

mete. 
" Hou is this ?" quath seint Brendan, "nere thuse no5t 

with OUB ?" 
" Leove fader," the abbot adde, " hit mot nede beo thus; 
Ther nuUeth bote four and tuenti moaekes in oure 

celle beo i-do, 
And whan Je were ther with oub hi ne mijte nojt also; 
The while we eiggeth eve -song hi wolleth sitte and ete. 
Here eve-song hi wolleth sigge whan wehabbeth y-ete." 
CEINT Brendan bihuld here faire weved, him thojte 

hit waa al, 
Weveth and caliz aid cruetx, pur cler crestal ; 
Sore taprea in the queor ther were, and nomo. 
And four and tuenti sigen ek, to whan hi acholde go; 
For ther were four and tuenti monekcB, and everech 

hadde his, 
And the abbotes aige was amidde the queor i-wis. 
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Seint Brendan eschte tlie abbot, "S^ me, leove brother, 
Hou holde je so wel silence, that non ne speketh mid 

other ?' 
" Oure Loverd hit wot," the abbot seide, " we habbeth 

her i-beo 
FouFBCore jer in suche lyve as thu mijt i-seo, 
Andther naeiievere among ousallei-speke in non wise 
Er this tyme non other word bote oure Loverdes 

Bervise, 
Ke we nere never-eft in feblesce, ne in eiknesse 005! on." 
Tho seint Brendan i-hi3rde this be wep for joye anon: 
" Leove fader," he seide, " for Godes love, mote we 

bileve here ?" 
" Thu wost wel, sir," qnatb this other, "je ne mowe 

in none manere. 
Nath oure Loverd the schowed welwhat thu schalt do? 
And come jut to Irland aje, and thi tuelf bretheren 

also, 
And the thretteoth fram the to the file of ankres schal 

wende, 
And the fourteothe to helle al quic, and beo ther with- 

outen ende ?" 
Tho ther com in a fun arewe at n fenestre anon, 
Ab be fram bevene come, and the tapres tende echon ; 
Aje-ward as he com at a fenestre there. 
This tapres brende longe y-nouj, ac hi no the lasse 

" Loverd Crist," quath seint Brendan, " ich wondii on 

mi thojt, 
Hon this tapres bemeth thus, an ne wanyeth tiojt," 
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"Naatou nojt," quoth tbia abbot, "in the olde lawe 

i-founde 
Hou Mt^ses i-s^ a thorn heme fram toppe to the 

groDude ? 
The Buythero that this thorn brende the greunere the 

leves were ; 
Ne wenstou that oure Loverd beo her as mijti as he 

This monekea were togadere thus forte midewynter 

was i-do ; 
Hit was twelfths did er hi departede a-tuo. 
ANON to seint HiUaries dai seint Brendaa forth 

wende 
In the see with his monekea, thur the grace that God 

hem sende, 
XJme up and doun in sonre ynou5, the see hem 

caste he56. 
Fram thulke tyme fur in Lejnto ne lond hi ne se3e. 
So that aboute Palmsonede[i3 hi bihulde about faste, 
Hi thojte that hi seje fur fram hem as a cloude att« 

laste. 
This monekea wondrede moche whar this cloude were; 
" Booth stille," quath seint Brendan, " er this je hab- 

beth i-beo there ; 
Ther is oure gode procnratoor, that moche god ous 

haveth i-do, 
In the Fowelen Farays and in the Load of Scbep also. 
So that the schip atte laste to-ward this yle drouj, 
A Scher-tbursdai thider hi come, with travayl and 

sorwe y-nou3. 
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This procuratour com a/en hem glad, and wolcome 

hem anon. 
And caste seint Brendanes fet, and the mouekes echon. 
And sitte hem Biththe atte soper, for the dai hit wolde so. 
And sitfathe woech here aire fet, here rnand^ to do. 
Al here mand€ hi hulde ther, and therhi gonne bileve 
A Oode-Fridai aldtu forto Ester eve ; 
Aa Ester eve here procuratour bad hem here setup take. 
And the holi resureccioun upe the fisches rug m^e, 
And after the resureccioun he het hem evene tco 
To the Fowelen Parays, ther hi hadde er i-beo. 
'THIS holi men wende forth, and Godes grace nome. 
So that to the grete fisch wel boqg siththe hi come ; 
Aa a lond that hovede, here caudron hi fonde there, 
As hi levede npon his rug in that other jere. 
Loverd Crist I that such a best scholde beo sostille. 
And saffri men ther-uppe go, and do al here wllle. 
'THE monekes upe the fisches rug bilevede alle longe 

nyjt. 
And Bonge matyns and eve-song, and aiththe, tho hit 

was list, 
Anone-ward the fisches rug hi aongcn here masaen 

echon. 
And evere was this mochele best stille so eni slon. 
AS this resureidoun with gret honur was i-do. 

And this monekes hadde i-songe here massen also, 
Aboute undeme of the dai here wei to schipehi nome. 
And to the Fowelen Parays thulke dai hi come. 
ANON 80 hi aeje the mon^kea come, hi gonne to 

singe jrmone 
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Ajen hem with gret inelodi<^ as hit were for than one ; 
And thulke that spac with hem er soue toward hem 

drouj. 
The sown of him murie was, he wolcomede hem faire 

"3e au3te," he eeide, "oure Loverd Crist onnry with 

thebeste, 
He purveide 50U this four stedes to habben in 3oure 

Witli joure gode procuratour, jonre mande to do. 
And siththe joure resurexioun upe this £sches rug also, 
And with ous her this eijte wyke forto Witsonedai, 
And fram Midewynter to Candelmasse in tbille of 

Abbai; 
And in the gret« see of occian with gret travayl 36 

schulle wende. 
And in pyne al thother tyme, forte sore 3eres ende ; 
And the Load of Biheste God wole that 30 seo. 
And tber-inne in joye y-nonj fourti dayes beo; 
And to the contrai that jf> beoth of siththe 3e schnUe 

wende, 
Al eseliche withoute anuy, and ther 3oure lyf ende." 
[["HIS holi men bilevede ther forte the Trinite, 

Here procuratour com to hem ther hi were in gret 

plenty ; 
He brou3te hem mete and drinke y-nou3, as he hadde er 

And chargede here schip therwith and let hem wende so. 
THIS holi men hem wende forth as God hem wolde 

sende. 
For Godes grace was with hem the bet hi mi3tewende. 
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As hi wcDde upon a tyme in gret tempest y-nouj, 
A gret fisch hi seje and grislich, that after here scbip 

dronj; 
Berninge fonp out of his mouth he caste, 
The water was hejere than here Bchip bifore hem at 

eche blaste. 
With his browen wel faste he schef ; this monekes were 

^aste, 
And cride jome on Jhesu Crist, and in selnt Brendan 

alaa 
After the schip so faste he schef that afanest he com 

therto: 
As he hem hadde almest of-take, and hi ne tolde nop, 

of here lyve, 
Another fisch out of the west ther eom saTinmiiige 

blyve, 
And encountrede this lithere flsch, and amot to him 

fa3t«, 
And for-clef his foule book in threo parties atte laste. 
And thane wei as he cam er wel evene a3e he drou5. 
This monekes thonkede Jhesa Crist, and were joyful 

y-noDj. 
So longe hi wende this holi men in the see aboute so. 
That hi were afingred sore, for here mete was al i-do. 
Ther com fleo a lute fowel, and bronjte a gret bou5 
Fill of grapes suythe rede, and erene to hem drou5 ; 
This grapes he tok seiat Brendan, this gode man sum- 
del louj, 
Ther-bi hi lyrede fourte nyjt, and hadde aUe mete 

c 2 
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'I'HO this grapes were alle i-do, hi were aflngred botb, 

Bi thato sidehisejeanjle, and mete thefinnemore: 

The yle waa ful of fwre treon, and ao ful everech bonj 

Of suche grapes as he Eej er, that to the ground hit 

Seint Brendan wende up of this schip, of this ^^pes he 

nom faste. 
And bar hem to his schip, that fonrti dayes hi laste. 
gone ther-after cam a giyp fleo faste in the see. 
And asaaillede hem faste, and here schip, and fondede 

hem to sle. 
This monetes cride dulfulliche, and ne tolde nojt of 

here lyve ; 
Tho com ther fleo a Intel fowel toward hem wel blyre, 
lltat in the Fowden Farays so ofte bem hadde i-rad. 
Tho seint Brendan i-se; hem come, he nas nojt a lut« 

glad. 
Tliis Intel fowel amot to this grjmp, and sette his dunt 

wel heje. 
The furste dunt that he him jafhesmotontuther^e; 
This lithere best so he aloj that be ful into the see ; 
Thing that God wole habbe i-wist ne ihm nothing sle. 
This holi men wende in the see aboute her and there ; 
Ac in on of the four stedes in reste evere hi were. 
A TYME a sdntPetreedai, gretfeste with heretunge 
In the see hi makede of seint Feter, and here 

serrise sni^e ; 
Hi come in o stede of the see, the see so cler hi fonnde 
That hi seje on bi eche half clerliche to the grounde. 
Hem thojte the ground i-heled was with fisches at one 

hepe, 
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That hi ne seje doq other grounde bote as hi leje aslepe. 
Thia monekes hete seint Brendan that he softe speke, 
That bi ne weijte 11051 the fisches, leel« hi here schip 

breke. 
" What iajou ?" qtiath seint Brendan, "whar-of beo3e 

of-drad ? 
Upe the maiBtrea rug of alle fisohes je habbeth y-ma- 

ked 3011 glad. 
And ano-ward his rug fur j-maked, and doth fma 

jere to jere." 
This holi man makede loadere song, as hit for than 

one were. 
THE fisch Bturte upe with here song, as hi awoke of 

slepe, 
Aadflot^ al aboute the schip, as hit were atone hepe; 
So thikke hi flote aboute bi eche half, that non other 

water me ne eej. 
And bisette this sehip al abonte, ac hi ne come ther n^. 
So thikke hi were about* the schip, and suede hit 

evere so, 
The while this holi man his masse song, forte he hadde 

i-doi 
And tho the masse was i-do, eche wende in his ende i 
Moche wonder he mw i-seo, ho so wole aboute wende. 
The wynd was strong, and stif y-nouj, and drof the 

schip faste, 
As fur as hi wende sove ni5t the clere see i-last^ 
So that hi seje in the see as clerliche as hi scholde a- 

londe ; 
Gret wonder hadde the gode men, and thonkede Godes 

sonde. 
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THO com ther a Boutheme wynd, that drof hem forth- 

wardfaste 
Rijt evene no5th hi unste whoder, that ei^te dawes hit 

Iast«; 
Tho seje M fur in the north a lond durk y-nonj, 
Smokie as ther schipes were, thider-ward here achip 

drouj. 
Tho hurden hi of bulies gret blowinge there. 
And gret beting and nojge 7-nou3, as ther thuudre 

So that Brendan agaate sore, and him bleacede faete. 
Ther cam out a grislich wijt nel lither atte laste ; 
Thurf suart and beming al his e3en upe hem he caate. 
And tumde bim in anon ; this monekes were agast«. 
This lither thing maked a cri that me mijte i-hure 

wide; 
Tho come ther suche schrewen mo wel tbicke bi eche 

With tangen and with bamerea beminge men! on, 
To the brym hi ume of the see after the achip echon. 
Tbo hi ne mi3te come ther nej, hi gonne to crie faste, 
And here ooles al brenninge after the monekes caste ; 
That me ne mijte nothing bote for i-aeo ne i-bure, 
The see as he ful a-donn tho5te ek al a-fure. 
Ech caste upon other his oules al an he^ 
And aboute tbe ecbip in the see, ac nevere ne cam non 

nej. 
Atte laste hi tumde hem a3en, tho hi ne spedde n03t 

there, 
And al that lond thojte hem ek a-fnr as th^ hit were. 
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And al the see ther-aboute smokede and brende faste, 

Strong was that stench and that longe i-Uete. 

Thothe monekes were bo tin that hi nemijte i-aeo no- 
more, 

Here jullinge jut hi faurde, the Bchiewen wepe sore. 

" Hou thin5th jou," qoath seint Brendan, " was this a 
murie paa ? 

We ne wilnjetti come her ntnnore, an ende of helle 
hit was, 

And the develen hopede wel of ons habbe i-had a god 
cas; 

Ac i-heied beo Jhesu Ciist, bi caste an ambesas." 

THE BOntheme wynd i-laste 3Ut^ and drof hem evere 

So that M seje an hviUe wel be5 fur in the north, 
Cloudi and berninge smoke, gret alench was there ; 
The lie of the fur atod an hej as hit a was were : 
If ther was moche smoke in than other, jut was ther 

wel more. 
On of his monekes bigan tho to wepe taxA jnlle sore ; 
For his tyme was to i-come that be ne mijte no leng 

abide, 
He hipte him amidde the see out of the schip bisid^ 
And om him faste upon this water to this grisliche 

fnrej 
He cride and jal so dnlfulliche, that ruthe hit was to 

"Alias! " he seide, "nu wrecche lyf! for nou ich i-seo 

myn ende, 
Hid }oa ich babbe in joye i-beo, and y ne mai mid jou 

wende : 
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Acursed beo heo that me bar, and the tjme that icb 

was i-bore. 
And the fader tliat me bijat^ for ich am nou for-lore !" 
A jEN him the develen come anon, and nome thane 

wrecche faste. 
And defoulede him atroage j-nonj, and amidde the fur 

him caste. 
Tho he fonde that seint Brendan eeide tho he out wende, 
Him faillede grace, bou so bit was, bis Ijf to amende. 
So stronge brende the mountayne, that nothing hi ne 

ae3e, 
The }ut hi were fur ther-fram, bote Air and lie. 
Tho tumde the wynd into the north; and south-ward 

hem drof faete, 
In thulke side strong y-nouj sove uy}t the wynd i-laste. 
go longe hi wende evene south, that hi se5e attan 

ende 
A hard roch in the see, and the see tber-over wende ; 
Ther-over the see caste i-lome and ofte be was bar. 
Tho hi come the roche nej of other hi were i-war : 
Ano-ward tbo se hi se3e sitte, wan the see withdrou5, 
A wrecche gost sitte naked, bar and uieseise 7-non5; 
Above bim was a cloth i-teid mid tuei tougen faste. 
The njther ende tilde to his chjnne, over al the wynd 

him caste, 
That the water withdrou5, the cloth that heng heje 
Beot as the wynd bleu the wrecche amidde than eje. 
The wawea beote him of the see bifore and eke bihynde; 
Wrecchedere gost than he was ne mai noman iynde. 
Seint Brendan bad him a (xodes name telle bim what 

he were, 
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And what he liadde Grod mis-do, and whi he aete there. 
" Ich am," he seide, " a dutful gost, wreccbe Judas, 
That for pans oure Loverd solde, and an urthe mid him 

was; 
Nis this no5t ml ri3t« stede, ac onre Loverd me doth 

grace 
To habbe her mi parajs, as je seoth, in this [dace. 
For no godniaae that ich habbe i-do, bote of oure Lo- 

verdes milce and ore, 
Forjrnemijte habbe BO mochepyne thatjnere worthe 

For in the brenoinge hul that ech of 30a i-aaj 
Mi rijt is to beo and brenne bothe nyjt and day. 
Ther ich wafi this other daithojoure brother thiderconir 
And was into pyne i-lad, and sone hadde his dom ; 
Therfore helle was tho glad y-noa3, that he makede the 

grettere lye 
For joye tho he was i-come that 36 so fur i-sye. 
So he doth whan eni soule furst is thider i-come. 
Thurf oure Loverdes suete milce ich am nou thanne 

y-nome; 
For ich am her ech Soneday, and fram the Saterdayes 

eve 
Forte hit beo thane Soneday eve her ich schal Wleve, 
And at Midewynter ek forte tuelfthe day beo i-do, 
And tram bygioning ek of Ester forte WHtsoneday 

And at oure Lefdi feste ek, for fol of miles heo ia j 
In al the other tyme of the 3er in helle ich am i-wis. 
With Filatus, Herodes, Anne, and Kayfaa. 
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Bote ioh mai cum the tyme that ich i-bore was; 
And ich bidde 5au for the love of Qod that je fondle in 

alio wyse. 
That ich bilcve her al nijt forte the Bonne arise, 
And that je wite me &am the develen tiiat cometh Bone 

aftea: me." 
gEZNT BrendaD seide, " Thorf Godea grace we 

schuUe schulde the ; 
Tel me what is the ckith that bo heje hougeth there." 
" Tbo ich was an urthe," quath Judaa, " and oare Lo- 

verdeB pans ber, 
Tbia doth ich jaf a mcBel, and for myne naa hit nojt, 
Ac hit was mid core Xfoverdes pans and mid oure bre- 

tiieme i-b03t ; 
Ac for ich hit }af for Godes lore nou hit is me bifore, 
For me ne schal nothing for him do that schal beo 

forlorej 
And for hit was other mannes, as myn inwit understod, 
Hit me doth thej hit hongi her more harm than god. 
For hit bet in myn e5en Bore, and doth me harm 

y-nouj." 
Her me mai i-aeo wliich hit is to 3yTe other manes 

with wouj, 
Ab woleth meni riche men mid unrijt al dai take 
Of pore men her uid thar, and almiBse siththe make ; 
That hi doth for Godes love ne schal hem nojt boo 



Ac to pyne bit schal hem tome, as hi mowe thanne 

wite. 
"Thetongenalao," quath Judas, "that jeseothhongen 

anhej, 
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Freost«s ich jaf an urthe, therfore here hi beoth ; 
For clenliche me echal eche thing ^nde that me doth 

for his love. 
The Bton npe whan ich sitte, that maketh me sitte 

above, 
In a wei ich him fond Ugge ther no neod nas to 

ston, 
Ich caste him in a dupe dich that me mijte ther-over 

gon. 
Fewe gode dede ich habbe i-do that ich mowe of telle, 
Ac non so lute that y ne fy nde her other in helle." 
THO hit was eve thaae Sonedai, the develen come 

blasts, 
To lede to belle this wreocbe gost ; hi cride and julie 

faste, 
" Wend hunne," hi eeide, " thu Grodee man, thu nast 

nojt her to done, 
Let ouB habbe oure felawe and lede to helle Bone ; 
For we ne there oure maiater i-seo er we him habbe 

i-bronjt : 
Wend fram him, for hit is Ijme, and ne lette ous nou5t." 
" I lette 3on nojt," qnath seint Brendan, " se ne witie 

}ou her, 
That doth cure Loverd Jhesa Crist, that is of more 

" TJOU theraton," quath this davelen, " bifore him 

nemne his name ? 
Ne bitraTde he him and aolde ek to dethe with grete 

Bchame ?" 
Stint Brendu seide," In hii name ich hotejou as ich mai. 
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That je ne tuouche him 11051 to ni5t, er to morwe tliat 

hit beo day." 
Grialiche the deTelen julle, and 83611 gonne fleo. 
Judaa thonkede pitousliche, that deol hit waa to seo. 
A-morwe, so aone as hit was dai, the devden gonue 

hhtste, 
Grialictie hi cride and julle also, and chidde also fjast^ 
"Aweil" hi seide, "thu Godes man, acursed beo the 

atounde 
That thu come her owhar abont^ and that we there 

here founde ; 
Oure joaister ona hath i-turm^ited so gri^che^allonge 

nijt, 
And stronge y-nou3, for we ne brou5te mid ons this 

lithere wist. 
Ac we wolleth ous wel awreke, upe him silve hit schal go, 
For we schulle this six dajes therfore dubli his wo." 
Tliis wrecche goat quakede tho, tbat reutlie hit was to 

telle J 
The develea him nome wel grisliche, and here into 

helle. 
Ac seint Brendan hem forbed in onre Lorerdes same. 
That he nadde for thuike nijt nevere the more schame. 
Seint Brendan and his monekes in the see forth wende 
Bijt threo dayes evene south, as oore Loverdhem Bende; 
The furde dai hi seje an yle al bi southe an hej, 
Seint Brendan sijte sore tho fae this yie i^se}, 
" Poui," he seide, " the ermite, is in the yla that ich 

i-seo, 
Ther he hath withoute mete this fourti jer i-beo." 
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^HO hi come to this yle, yn hi wende echon, 

The ermite that was bo old a3en hem com gon; 
His her to his fet tilde of berde and of heved. 
And helede alaboute his hodi, nas ther no bar on him 

bileved ; 
J^'ooe other clothes ntdde he on, his lymea were al hore. 
Seint Brendan him bihulde, and gan to sike sore, 
"Alias!" he seide, "kh have sojarein stede of mouek 

i-beo, 
And nou in Ijf of an angel a man ich i-seo." 
"gEO Btille," quath this Ermite, "God doth bet hi 

the, 
For he schoweth the more than eni other of his pri- 

veit^ ; 
For o monek lyveth hi the swjnk of his owe honde. 
And thurf oure Loverdes grace thu lyvest, and thurf 

his sonde; 
Of the abbey of seint Patrik mouek ich was i-wis, 
And of his church tu a wardeyu, ther as pui^atorie is' 
A dai ther com a man to me, ich eschte what he were, 
Ich am, he seide, thyn abbod, of me nave thu no fere. 
Nou other mas than seint Fatrik abbot nis, ich sede. 
No ich hit am, quath this other, "ne th^^stou nothing 

To morwe arys sone days to the see thu must weude, 
A schip thu schal fynde 3are, as oure Loverd thewole 

sende: 
Do the forth in thnlke schip in the see wel wide, 
And hit wole the lede into the Stede ther thu schalt 
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Sone B-morwe ich arosto don his holi bone. 
Forth ich weade to the see, k schip ich fond sone, 
Midmeichlettheschipi-worthe ; wel evcne forth hit 

wende, 
Thane Bovethe dai into this y\e onre Loverd me aende. 
So sone ich was ont of tho schip, aje thane wd hit nom. 
As evene aa hit mijte drswe 1151 as hit thider com. 
EUng ich jeode her alone, confort oadde ich non, 
So that upe his hyuder fet an oter ther com gon, 
Mid his forthere fet he brotijte a far-ire and a ston, 
Forto tstnyle fur therwith, and of fisch god won. 
This oter wende a5e anon ; ich makede me fur wel faste. 
And seoth me fisch a Godes name that three dayes 

So that evere the thridde du this oter to me drouj, 
And bronjte me mete that ich hadde threo dayes y- 

nouj; 
Water of this harde ston, thnrf onre Loverdes sonde, 
Ther sprong ont ech Sonedtu to drinke and to wasche 

myn honde. 
THO ich hadde her in thisse lyve thretti jer i-beo, 
This welle him gan furat to schewe, that thu mijt her 
i-seo. 
Bi this wille ich have i-lyved four and tnenti jer nou 

And Tjfti jer ich was old tho ich gan hider gon ; 
So that of an hondred 5er and tuenti ther-to 
Bi this ^me ich am i-redi onre Loverdes wille to do, 
And mi deth ich abide her, whan hyne wole me sende, 
Wban God wole that ich come to him and oat of this 
wordle wende. 
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And nym with the of this water what thu hait neodft 

ther-to, 
And wend forth iaste in the see, for tht wei nis nojt 

i-do; 
For thn schalt jut in the see fourti dayes fare^ 
Thanne thn schalt thin Ester holde ther thn hast i-do 

jare, 
And thanne thu schalt wendd forth to the Lond of 



And ther thu schalt fourti dajes bileve atte meste. 
And to thin owe lond aje thu schalt weude so." 
This gode men with deol y-nouj departeds ther a-tno. 
J'filS gode men hem wende forth in the see faste, 

Fourti dayes evene south the while Lejnte i-laste ; 
To here gode procuratonr an Ester eve hi come. 
With hem he m^ede joye y-nonj, as he dude er 

i-lome, 
He Isdde hem to this gret« fiscb, thider hi come an eve, 
This Est«r nijt forte a-morwe ther hi acbolde bileve, 
Ther hi aeide here matyns and here taaeee also. 
This fiech bigan to moevi him tho the masse was i-do, 
And bar this numekes forth with him, and swam forth 

wel faste, 
In the grete see wel grislich, this monies were agaste, 
A wonder thing hit was to mete, ho so hit hadde i-seie, 
A so gret best aboute wende into al the contreye. 
To this Fowelen Farays this monekes he ladde echon, 
And eette hem np ther hoi and sound, and wende aje 

anon. 
Tho this monekra thider come wel joyfiil hi were ; 
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Forte after the Trinity hi bileved there, 

For here procuratour bi fhulke tyme broujte hem 

mete y-nouj. 
As he huAAe er ofte i-do, into here scMp hit drouj. 
And wende forth with hem whoder oure Loverd hem 

Rijt evene toward than est fourti dayes hi wende ; 
Tho this fourti dajes were i-do hit bigan to haweli 

laste, 
A wel dure myst ther com also that wel longe i-laste. 
"Beoth glad," quath this procuratour, " and makieth 

grete feat«. 
For icfa hit wot je beoth nou nej the Lond of Biheate." 
THO hi come out of tlua durke mist, and mi3te aboute 

i-seo. 
Under the f^reste lond hi come that evere mijte beo ; 
So eler and so lijt hit was, that joye ther was y-nou5, 
Treon ther were ful of frut wel thikke on everech bou3. 
Thikke hit was biset of treon, and the treon thicke here, 
Thapplen were ripe y-nou3, rijt as hit harreat 

Fourti dayes aboute this lond hi hem gonne wende ; 
Hi ne mi5te fynde in non half of this lond non ende ; 
Hit was evere more dai, hi ne fonde nevere ny3t. 
Hi ne wende fynde in no Btede so moche cler li3t. 
The eir was evere in o stat, nother hot ne cold, 
Bote the joye that hi fonde ne mai nevere beo i-told. 
So that hi come to a fair water, hi ne mijte no3t over 

wende ; 
Ac over hi mijte the lond i-seo fair withouten ende- 
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n^HO cam ther to hem a junglich man, swyse fair and 

hende, 
Fairere man ne mijte beo, that onre Loverd hem gan 

Bende. 
He wolcome ech bi his name, and custe hem echon, 
And honurede faire seint Brendan, and nom him hi 

the hond anon. 
" Lo," he Beide, "her ia the lond that je habbeth i-sojt 

wyde. 
And the lengere for oure Loverd wolde that 56 scbnlde 

abyde, 
For je scholde in the grete see hia priveitez i-seo. 
Chai^eth joure achip with this frut, for je ne mowe 

no leng her beo, 
For thu most to-ward thin owe lond a5e-wardes wende, 
For thu Bchalt aone out of the wordle, thi lyf is nej 

than ende. 
This water that je her i-aeoth deleth this lond a-tuo ; 
ThiB half 30a thinjth fair y-nonj, and thotberbalf also; 
A }TiQd half ne mowe je come uojt, for hit nis nojt ri5t. 
This frut isevere i-liche ripe, and this lond i-lichelijt. 
And whan cure Loverd ech maner man to him hath 

And ech maner men knoweth him, andbeoth under his 

lawe, 
This lond wole thanne schewe to-ward the wordles 

Hem that beoth him next i-core er hi hunnea wende." 
Seint Brendan and his felawea of thin frut nome faste. 
And of preeionse stones, and into here schip caste. 



n,<jN.«j-, Google 



31 THE METRICAL lAFE OF ST. BBANDAM. 

And fure and wel here leve nome tho this was al i>do. 
And mid wop and deol y-nouj departede tho a-tno, 
And wende hem ham-ward in the Bee^ as oure LoTerd 

hem gende, 
And velrathere come hem horn than hi out- ward wende. 
Here bretheren, tho hi come hom, joTful were y-nouj. 
This holi man seint Brendan to-ward dethe drou3 ; 
For ever-oft after thulke tyme of the wordle he ne 

rojte, 
Bote as a man of thother wordle, and as he were in 

thojte. 
He deide in Irlande after tbtdke atounde ; 
Meni miracle me hath ther dththe for him i-founde ; 
An abbd ther is arered ther as his hodi was i-do : 
Nou God ons bringe to thulke joye that his eonle 

wende to! 
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Here begjBiielh tiie Ijfe of sapit Brandon. 
Satnt Bbandom, the holy man, was a monlie, and borne 
in Yrlonde, and there he was abbot of an hous wb«%iu 
were a thousand monkes, and there he ladde a full 
strayte and holy Ijfe, in grete penaimce and abstynence, 
and he governed his monkes ful vertuouely. And than 
within shorte tyme after, there came to hym an holy 
abbot that hyght Beryne to vysyte hym, and eche of 
them was joyfull of other ; and than eaynt Brandrai 
began to tell to the abbot Beryne of many wonders 
that he had seen in dy verse londes. And whan Beryne 
herde that of saynt Brandon, he began to sygh, and sore 
wepte. And saynt Brandon comforted him the beat 
wyse he coude, sayenge, " Ye come hyther for to be 
joyfull with me, and therfore for Goddes love leve your 
moumynge, and tell me what mervayles ye have seen 
in the grete see occean, that compasseth all the worlde 
aboute, and all other waters comen out of hym, wbiche 
renneth in all the partyes of the erth." And than 
Beryne began to tell to saynt Brandon and to his 
monkes the mervaylles that he had seen, full sore 
wepynge, and sayd, " I have a sone, hia name is Mer- 
aoke, and he was a monke of grete fame, whiche had 
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grete deayre to eeke aboute by ehyppe in dyverse 
countrecB, to fynde a_solytary place wherin he myght 
dwell secretly out of the besynesae of the worlde, for 
to serve Grod quyetly with more devocyon ; and I 
counseyled hym to sayle into an ylonde ferre in the see, 
beaydes the Mountaynes of Stones, whiche is ful well 
kuowen, and than he made hym redy and sayled thy- 
der with his monkes.' And whan he came thyder, he 
iyked that place full well, where he and his monkes 
served our Lorde full devoutly." And than Beryne 
sawe in a visyon that this monke Meruoke was sayled 
ryght ferre eestwarde into the see more than thre dayea 
saylynge, and sodeynly to his semynge there came a 
derke cloude and overcovered them, that a grete parte 
of the daye they sawe no lyght ; and as our Lorde 
wold, the clonde passed awaye, and they sawe a full 
fayr ylond, and thyderwarde they drewe. In that 
ylonde was joye and myrth ynough, and all the erth of 
that ylonde shyned as bryght as the sonne, and there 
were the fayrest trees and herbes that ever ony man 
sawe, tmd there were many precyous stones shynynge 
bryght, and every herbe there was ful of fygurea, and 
every tree fnl of fruyte ; so that it wasaglorious sight, 
and an hevenly joye to abyde there. And than there 
came to them a fayre yonge man, and full curtoysly he 
welcomed them all, and called every monke by his 
name, and sayd that they were much bounde to prayse 
the name of our Lorde Jesu, that wold of his grace 
shewe to them that glorious place, where is.eyer day^ 
and never night, and this place is called paradyse ter- 
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restre. But by this ylonde is an other ylonde wherin 
no man may come. And this yonge man sayd to them, 
*' Te have ben here halfe a yere without meet, drynke, 
or elepe." And they supposed that they had not ben 
there the space of balf an houre, ao mery and joyfuU 
they were there. And the yonge man tolde them that 
this is the place that Adam and Eve dwelte in fyrat, 
and ever should have dwelled here, yf that they had 
not broken the commaundement of God. And than 
the yonge man brought them to theyr ahyppe t^yn, 
and eayd they might no lenger abyde there ; and whan 
they were all shypped, sodeynly this yonge man van- 
ysshed away out of theyr sight. And than within 
shorte tyme after, by the purveyannce of our Lorde 
Jeau, they came to the abbey where saint Brandon 
dwelled, and than he with his bretheme receyved them 
goodly, and demaunded where they had hen so longe, 
and they sayd, " We have ben in the Londe of Byheest, 
to-fore the gates of Faradyse, where as is ever daye, 
and never night." And they sayd all that the place is 
full delectable, for yet all theyr clothes smelled of the 
flwete and joyfull place. And than aaynt Brandon 
purposed soone after for to seke that place by Goddes 
helps, and anone began to purvey for a good shyppe, 
and a stronge, and vytayUed it for vij. yere ; and than 
he toke hia leve of all hia bretheme, and toke lij. 
monkes with him. But or they eutred into the shyppe 
they fasted xl. dayes, and lyved devoutly, and eche of 
them receyved the sacrament. And whan saynt Bran- 
don with his xij. monkes were entred into the shyppe. 
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there came other two of bis monkee, and prayed hjm 
that they myght sayle with hym. And than he sayd, 
" Ye may sayle with me^ but one of you shall go to 
hell, OF ye come Bgayn." But uot for that they wold 
go with hym. 

And than laynt Brandon badde the ahypmen to 
wynde up the sayle, and forth tbey sayled in Goddes 
name, lo that on the morow they were out of ^ght of 
ony londe ; and zl. dayea and xl. nightes after they 
sayled playn eest, and than they Bawe an ylonde ferre 
fro them, and they sayled thyder-warde as faat as th^ 
coude, and they sawe a grete roche of stone appere 
above all the water, and thre dayes th^ sayled abonte 
it or they coude gete in to the place. But at the last, 
by the purveyauDce of God, they Ibunde a lytell haven, 
and there went a-londe ev^chone, and than sodeynly 
came a fayre hounde, and fell down at the feet of saynt 
Brandon, and made hym good chere in his manor. 
And than he badde his bretheme, " Be of good chere, 
for our Lorde hath sente to us bis messenger, to tede 
us into some good place." And the hounde brought 
them into a fayra hall, where they fouude the tables 
spredde redy, set full of good meet and drynke. And 
than saynt Brandon aayd graces, and than he and his 
bretheme sate down and ete and dranke of suche as they 
founde ; and there were beddeg redy for them, wherin 
tbey toke theyr rest after theyr longe labour. And 
on the morowe they retomed agayne to theyr shyppe 
and sayled a longe tyme in the see after or they coude 
fynde ony londe, tyll at the last, by the purveyaunce 
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of God, they sawe ferre fro them a full fayre jlonds, 
fill of grene pasture, wberiu were the whitest and 
gretest shepe that ever they sawe ; for every shepe wsa 
as grete as an oxe. And aoone after came to them a 
goodly otde man, whiche welcomed them, and made 
them good chere, and eayd, " This is the Tlonde of 
Shepe, and here is never colde weder, but ever som- 
mer, and that causeth the ahepe to be so grete and 
whyte i tbey ete of the best grasse and herbes that la 
ony where." And than this olde man toke his leve of 
them, and bad them sayle forth ryght eest, and within 
shorte tyme, by Gk^des grac^ they sholde come into 
a place lyke paradyse, wherin they ahold tepe theyr 



And than they sayled forth, and came aoone after to 
that lond ; but bycause of lytell depthe in some place, 
and in some place were grete rockea, bat at the last 
they wente upon an ylonde, wenynge to them they had 
ben safe, and made theron a fyre for to dresse theyr dy- 
ner, but saynt Brandon abode styll in the shyppe. And 
whan the fyre was ryght bote, and the meet nygh soden, 
than this ylonde began to move ; wherof the monkes 
wOTe aferde, and fledde anone to the shyppe, and lefte 
the fyre and meet behynde them, and mervayled sore 
of the movyng. And saynt Brandon comforted them, 
and sayd that it waa a grete fisshe named Jasconye, 
whiche laboureth nyght and daye to put bis tayle in 
his mouth, but for gretnes he m^ not. And than 
anone they sayled west thre dayes and thre nyghtes or 
they sawe ony londe, wherfore they were ryght hevy. 
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But soone after, as God wold, they sawe a fayre 
ylonde, full of floaree, berbes, and trees, wherof they 
thanked God of bb good grace, and anone they went 
on londe. And whan they had gone longe in this, 
they foimde a ful fayre well, and therby stode a feyre 
'tree, full of bowea, and on every bongh sate a &yre 
byrde, and they sate so thycke on the tree that unneth 
ony lefe of the tree myght be seen, the nombre of theni 
was so grete. Mid they songe so meryly that it was an 
bevenly noyse to here. Wherfore saynt Brandon 
kneled down on his knees, and wepte for joye, and 
made his prayers devontly nnto our Lord God to knowe 
what these byrdes ment. And than anone one of the 
byrdes fledde fro the tree to saynt Brandon, and he 

. with flykerynge of bis wynges made a full mery noyse 
lyke a fydle, that hym semed he herde never so joy- 
full a melodye. And than saynt Brandon commaunded 
the byrde to tell hym the cause why they sate so thycke 
on the tree, and sange so meryly. And than the 
byrde sayd', " Somtyme we were aungels in heven, but 
whan our mayster Lucyfer fell down into hell for his 
hygh pryde, we fell with hym for our ofFences, some 
hyther, and some lower, after the qualyte of theyr 
trespace; and bycause our trepace is but lytell, ther- 
fore our Lorde hath set us here out of all payne in full 
grete joye and myrth, after his pleasynge, here to 

, serve hym on this tree in the best maner that we can. 
The Sonday is a day of rest fro all worldly occupacyon, 
and, therfore, that daye all we be made as whyte as 
ony snow, for to prayse our Lorde in the best wyse we 
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msy." And than tliia bjrde sayd to saynt Brimdon, 
"It is xij. monethes past that ye departed fro your 
abbey, and in tbe vij. yere here&tW ye shall se the 
place that ye desyre to come, and all this vij. yere ye 
shal kepe your Eeater here with us every yere, and in 
the ende of the vij. yere ye shal come into the Londe 
of Byhest." And thi^ was on Eeater daye that the 
byrde eayd these wordes to Baynt Brandon. And than 
this fowle flewe agayn to hie felawee that sate on the 
tree. And than all the byrdes began to synge even- 
songe ao meiyly, that it was an hevenly noyse to here ; 
and after aouper aaynt Brandon and his felawes wente 
to bedde, and slepte well, and on the morowe they 
arose betymes, and than those byrdes began matyns, 
pryme, and honres, and all suche service as Chrysten 
men use to synge. 

And sayut Brandon with his felawes abode there 
viij. wekea, tyll Trinity Sonday was past ; and they 
sayled agayne to the Tlonde of Shepe, and there they 
vytayled them wel, and syth toke theyr leve of that 
dde man, and returned agayn to shyppe. And than 
the byrde of the tree came agayn to sayut Brandon, 
and said, " I am come to tell you that ye ahaU sayle fro 
hens into an ylonde, wherein is an abb^ of xxiiij. 
monkes, wbiche is fro this place many a myle, and 
there ye shall holde your Chrystmaase, and your 
Beater with us, lyke aa I tolde you." And than this 
byrde flewe to his felawes agayn. And than saynt 
Brandon and his felawea sayled forth in the occyan ; 
and sooQfl after fell a grete tempest on them, in wbiche 
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they were gretely tronbled longe tyme, and sore f«r- 
labonced. And after that, they fonnde by the purrey- 
ftUDCfl of God an yh)nde whiche was lerre (to tbem, and 
than they full mekely prayed to our Lord to sende 
them thyder in safety, but it was xL dayes after or they 
came thyder, wherfore all the monkes were so wery of 
Ifaat trouble that they set lytel pryce by theyr lyves, 
and cryed contynually to our Lord to have mercy on 
them and biynge them to that ylonde in safety. And 
by the purreyaunce of God, they came at the last into 
a lytell haven ; bnt it was bo strayt« that unneth the 
Bbyppe might come ia. And after they came to an 
ancre, and anone the monkea went to londe, and whan 
they had longe walked about, at the laat they fonnde 
two fayre welles ; that one was fayre and clere water, 
and that other was somwhat troubly and thycke. And 
than they thanked onr Lorde full humbly that had 
brought them thyder in safety, and thf^ wolde fayne 
bare droken ot that water, bnt saynt Brandon charged 
them that they sholde take none witboatlycence, "for 
yf we absteyne ns a whyle, our Lord wyll purvey for 
UB in tbe best wyie." And anone after came to them 
a &yre old man, with hoor beer, and welcomed them 
ful mekely, and kyased aaynt Brandon, and ledde them 
by maay a &yre welle tyll they came to a fiiyre abbey, 
where they were receyved with grete honour, and 
Bolempne processyon, with xziiij. monkes all in ryal 
copes of cloth of golde, and a ryall croase was befwe 
them. And than the abbot welcomed saynt Brandon 
and bis felawahyp, and kysaed them full m^ely, and 
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tdie saynt Brandon by the hazide, and ledde bym with 
his monkes into a fajre hall, and set them downe 
a-rowe npon the henche ; and the abbot of the place 
waashed all tbeyr feet witli fayre water of the well 
that tb^ sawe befi»e, and after ladde them into the 
traytODT, and there set them amonge his covent. And 
anone there came one b; the purreyaunce of God, 
whiche served them well of meet and drynke. For 
every monke had set before hym a fayre whyte lofe 
and whyte rotes and herbes, whiche were ryght 
delycyouB, bnt they wyst not what rotes they were ; 
and they dranke of the water of the fayre dere weQe 
that they sawe before whan they came fyrst a-lond«^ 
whiche saynt Brandon forbadde them. And than the 
abbot came and chered saynt Brandon and his monkes, 
and prayed them to ete and drynke for charite, " for 
eveiy day onr Lorde sendeth a goodly olde man that 
covereth this table, and setteth our meet and diynke 
to-fbre us; but we knowe not how it ccnneth, ne we 
ordeyne never no meet nedrynkefMrns^andyetwebave 
ben Ixxx. yere here, and ever our Lorde (worshypped^ 
mote he bel) fedeth ns. We ben xxii^. monkes in 
nombre, and eveiy feryall day of the weke he sendMh 
to us xij. loves, and every Soadaye and feestful day 
xxiiij. lovea, and the breed that we kve at dyner we 
ete at souper. And nowe at jour comynge our Lorde 
hath sente to us xlviij. loves, for to make yon and us 
mery togyder as brethem, and alwaye xij. of us go to 
dyner, whyles other xij . kepe the qnere ; and thus have 
we done this ibcxx. yere, for bo longe have we dwelled 
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here in this abbey ; and we came hjther out of the 
abbey of aaynt Patrykea in Yrelonde, and thus, as ye 
se, our Lorde hath purreyd for us, but none of na 
knoweth how it cometh, but God alone, to whome be 
gjren honour and laude worlde without ende. And 
here in this loade is ever fayre weder, and none of us 
hath ben sete syth we came hyther. And whan we go 
to masse, or to ony other servyce of our Lotde in the 
cbirehe, anone seven tapers of waxe ben set in the 
quere, and ben lyght at every tyme without mannes 
hande, and so brenne daye and nyght at every houre 
of aervyce, and never waste ne mynysshe as longe as 
we have ben here, whiche is Ixxx. yere." 

And than saynt Brandon wente to the chirche with 
the abbot of the place, and there they sayd evensonge 
togyder full devoutly. And than saynt Brandon loked 
Tip-ward to-warde the crucifyxe, and sawe our Lorde 
hangynge on the crosae, which was made of fyne 
cristal and curyously wrought ; and in the quere were 
xxiiij. Betes for xxiiij. monkes, and the vij. tapers 
brennynge, and the abbottes sete was made in the 
myddes of the quere. And than saynt Brandon de- 
manded of the abbot how longe they had kepte that- 
scylence that none of them spake to other." And he 
sayd, " This xxiiij. yere we spake never one to an 
other." And than saynt Brandon wepte for joye of 
theyr holy conversation. And -tiiui saynt Brandmi 
desyred of the abbot that he and his monkes might 
dwell there stylt with hym. To whom the abbot sayd, 
" Syr, that may ye not do in no wyse, for our Lorde 
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Iiatb shewed to you in wlut maner ye shall be guyded 
tyll the vij. yere be fulfylled, and after thatterme thou 
shalte with thy monkes retume into Yrlonde in safete ; 
but on of the two monkes that came last to you shall 
dwell in the Tlonde of Ankers, and that other shall go 
quycke to hell. And as saynt Brandon kneled in the 
ehirche, he sawe a bryght shynynge aungell come in at 
the wyndowe, and lyghted all thelyghtes in the ehirche, 
and than he fiewe out agayn at the wyndowe unto heren, 
and than saynt Brandon merrayled gretly how the lyght 
brenned so fayre and wasted not. And than the abbot 
sayd that it is wryten that Moyses sawe a busshe all 
on a fyre, and yet it brenned not, " and therefore mer- 
vayle not therof, for the myght of our Lorde is now as 
grete as ever it was." 

And whan saynt Brandon had dwelled there fro 
Chiystmasse even tyll the sij. daye was passed, than 
he toke his lere of the abbot and corent, and returned 
with his monkes to his shyppe, and sayled fro thens 
with his monkes to-warde theabheyof eaynt Hylaryes, 
but they had grete tempestes in the see fro that tyme 
^11 Palme Sondaye. And than they came to the 
Tlonde of Shepe, and there were receyved of the olde 
man, whiche brought them to a fayre ball and served 
them. And on Sher-Thnrsdaye after sonper he wes- 
shed theyr feet and kyssed them, lyke as our Lorde 
dyd to his discyples, and there abode tyll Saterdaye 
Eester even, and than they departed and sayled to the 
place where the grete fyssbe laye, and anone they 
sawe theyr caudron upon the fysshea backe whiche 
they had left there xij. monethes to-fore, and there 
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they kepte the servyce of the resurreccyon on the 
fyssIieB badEe, and after they eayled the same daye by 
the momynge to the ylonde where as the tree of 
byrdes was, and than the eayd byrde welcomed saynt 
Brandon and all his felanabyp, and went agayn to the 
tree and aangefiill meryly. And tliere be and hie monkes 
dwelled &o Eester tyll Trynitd Sondaye, as they dyd 
the yere before, in full grete joye and myrth ; and 
dayly they herde the roery servyce of the byrdea 
Byttjnge on the tree. And than the byrde tolde to 
saynt Brandon that he shoWe rettime agayn at Chryst- 
masse to the abbey of monkes, and at Eester thyder 
agayn, and the other dele of the yerelabonr in the oc- 
cean in full gret« perylles, "and fro yere to yere tyll the 
rij. yere ben accomplysshed, and than shall ye come to 
the joyfull place of Paradyse, and dwell there xl, daye 
in full grete joye and tnyrth ; and afW ye sliall 
retnnie home into your owne abbey in safete, and 
there end your lyf and come to the biysse of heven, 
to whiche onr Lorde bought you with his precyons 
blode." And than the aungell of oure Lorde ordeyned 
all thynge that was nedefull to saynt Brandon and to 
hiamonkes, invytayles and all other thynges necessary. 
And than they thuiked onr liorde of his grete goodnes 
tliat he had shewed to them <^te in theyr grete node, 
and than sayled forth in the grete seeocccan abydynge 
the mercy of our Lord in grete trouble and tempestes, 
and soone after came to th^n an horryble lysshe, 
whiche folowed the shyppe long tyme, cast^ge so 
moche water out of his mouth into the shyppe, that 
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they supposed to Eiave ben drowned. Wherfore the; 
devoutly prayed to Grod to detyver them of that greto 
p^yll. And anona after came an other fysshe, greter 
than he, out of the west aee, and faught with him, and 
at the lute clave bym in thre places, and tlian returned 
agayoe. And than they thanked mekely our Lord of 
theyr delyreraunce fro this grete peryll ; but they were 
in grete hevynesse, because theyr vytayles wore nygh 
Bpente. But, by the ordynannce of our Lorde, there 
came a byrde and brought to them a grete brannche of 
a vine full of reed grapes, by whiche they lyved liiij, 
dayes; and than they came to a lytell ylonde, wherin 
were many vynes full of grapes, and they there londed, 
and thanked God, and gadred as many grapes as they 
lyved by xL dayes t£ter, alwaye saylynge in the see in 
many a storme and tempest. And as they thus sayled, 
sodeynly came fleynge towarde them a grete grype, 
whiche assayled them and was lyke to have destroyed 
them; wherfore they devoutly prayed for belpe and 
ayde of our Lord Jesu Chryst. And than the byrde of 
the tree of the ylonde where they had holden theyr 
Eester to-fore came to the gripe and smote out both his 
eyen, and after slewe hym j wherof they thanked our 
Lorde, and than sayled forth contynually tyll saynt 
Peters daye, and than songen they eolempnely theyr 
aervyce in the honour of the feest And in that place 
the water was so clere, that they m^fat se all the 
fysshes that were aboute them, wberof they were fnll 
sore ^;ast, and the monkea counseyled saynt Brandon 
to synge no more, for all the fysshes lay than as they 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



48 THE PROSE UFE 

had slepte. And than saynt Brandon say d, " Drede yi 
not, for ye have kepte by two Eestera the feest t)f the 
resorreccion upon the grete fysshea backe, and ther- 
fore drede ye not of these lytel fyeshes." And than 
Baynt Brandon made hyra redy, and wente to roaase, 
and badde his monkes to aynge the beat wjse they 
coude. And than anone all the fyashes awoke and 
came aboute the shippe so thicke, that nnneth they 
myght ae the water for the fysshes. And whas the 
masse was done, all the fyaehes departed eo that they 
were no more seen. 

And seven dayes they sayled alwaye in that clere 
water. And than there came a south wynde and drove 
the shyppe north-warde, where as they aawe an ylonde 
full derke and full of stenche and smoke; and there 
they herde grete blowynge and blastyng of belowes, 
but they myght se no thyiige, but herde grete thon- 
drynge, wherof they were sore aferde imd blyaaed them 
ofte. And eoone after there came one stertynge out 
all brennynge in fyre, and stared full gastly on them 
with grete etaryng eyen, of whome the monkes were 
^ast, and at his departyng from them he made the 
horryblest crye that myght be herde. And soone 
there came a grete nombre of fendes and assayled 
them with hokes and brennynge yren malles, whiche 
ranne on the water, folowyng fast theyr shyppe, in 
suche wyae that it semed all the see to he on a fyre; 
but by the wyll of God they had no power to hurte ne 
to greve them, ne theyr shyppe. Wherfore the fendes 
began to rore and crye, and threwe theyr hokea and 



n,<jN.«j-, Google 



OP ST. BHANDAN. 49 

mallQS at them. And they thtm were Bore aferde, and 
prayed to God for comforte and belpe; for they sawe 
the fendes all about the shyppe, and them seined that 
all the ylonde and the see to be on a fyie. And with 
a aorowfull crye all the fendea departed fro them and 
returned to the place that they came &o. And than 
saynt Brandon tolde to them that this wa8 a parte of 
hell, and therfore he chained them to be stedfast in 
the fayth, for they ehold yet ee many a dredefuU place 
or they came home agayne. And than came the sooth 
wynde and drove them ferther into the north, where 
they sawe an hyll all on fyre, and a foule smoke and 
Btenche comyng from thens, and the fyre stode on eche 
ayde of the hyll lyke a wall all brennynge. And than 
one (MF Us monkes began to crye and wepe ful sore, 
and sayd that his ende was comen, and that he might 
abyde no lei^er in the shyppe, and anone he lepte ont 
of the shyppe into the see, and than he cryed and 
rored full pyteously, cursynge the tyme that he was 
borne, and also fader and moder that bygate him, 
bycause they sawe no better to his correccyon in his 
yonge age, " for now I most go to perpetual payne." 
And than the sayenge of saynt Brandon was veryfyed 
that he sayd to hym whan he entred into the shyppe. 
Therfore it is good a man to do penaunce and forsake 
synne, for the houre of deth is incertayne. 

And than anone the wynde turned into the north, 
and drove the shyppe into the south, whiche sayled vij. 
dayes contynually ; and they came to a grete rocke 
standynge in the see, and theron sate a naked man in > 
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full grete mysery ODd paynei for the wawea of the see 
had so beten his body that all the flesshe waa gone of, 
and nothynge lefte but synewee and bare bones. And 
whan the wawes were gone, there was a canvas that 
henge over his heed whicho bette his body full gore 
with the blowynge of the wynde ; and also there were 
two oxe tongues and a grete stone that he sate on, 
whiche dyd hym full grete ease. And than saynt 
Brandon eharged hym to tell hym what he was. And 
he aayd, " My name is Judas, that solde our Lorde Jesn 
Chryst for xxx. pens, whiche sytteth here moche 
wretchedly, how be it I am worthy to be in the gretest 
payne that is ; but our Lorde is so mercyfull that he 
hath rewarded me better than I hare deserred, for of 
ryght my place is in the brensynge hell ; but I am here 
butcertaynetymesoftheyere,thatis,froChryBtn)asseto 
twelfih daye, and fro Eestertyll "WTiytsontyde be past, 
and every feestfnll daye of our lady, and every Sater- 
daye at noone tyll Sonday that evensonge be done ; 
but all other tymea I lye styll in hell in fnl brennynge 
fyre with Fylate, Herode, and Cayphas; therfore 
Laccursed be the tyme that ever Iknewe them." And 
than Judas prayed saynt Brandon to abyde etyll there 
all that nTght, and that he wolde kepe hym there styll 
that the fendes sholde not fetche hym to hell. And 
be sayd, " With Goddes helpe thou shalt abyde here all 
this nyght" And than he asked Jadas what cloth that 
was that henge over his heed. And he saydit was a cloth 
that he gave unto a lepre, whiche was bought with the 
moneythathestale fro our Lorde whanhe bare hispurse, 
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"wherfore it dothe to me grete payne now in betyng 
myfacewiththeblowyngeof thewynde ; and these two' 
oze tongues that hange here above m^ I gave them 
Bomtyme to two preestes to praye for me. I bought 
them with myne owne money, and therfore they ease 
me, bycause the fysahes of the see knawe on them and 
epareme. AndthisstonethatlsytoalayeBomtymein 
a desolate place where it eased no man ; and I toke it 
thens and layd it in a foule waye, where it dyd moche 
ease to them that went by that waye, and therfore it 
eaaeth me now; for every good dede shall be rewarded,j 
and every evyll dede sbal be pnnyeshed." And the 
Sondaye agaynst even there came a grete mnltitnde of 
fendes blastyng and rorynge, and badde saynt Brandon 
go thena, that they myght have theyr servaimt Judas, 
" for we dare not come in the presence of our mayster, 
but yf we brynge hym to hell with ns." And saynt 
Brandon sayd, " I lette not yon do your maysters com- 
manndement, batbythepowerofonrLorde JesnChryst 
I chai^ yon to lere hym this nyght tyll to morow." 
" How darest thou helpe hym that so solde his mayster 
for m. pens to the Jewea, and caused hym also to dye 
the mooat shamefull deth upon the crosse ?" And than 
saynt Brandon charged the fendes by his passyon that 
they sholde not noy hym that nyght. And than the 
fendes went theyr way rorynge and cryenge towarde 
hell to theyr mayster, the grete devylL And than 
Judas thanked saynt Brandon so rewfutly that it was 
pit4 to ee, and on the morowe the fendes came with an 
horryble noyse, sayenge that they had that nyght 
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safiVed greta payne bycauBe they brought not Judas, 
and aajd that he shold snffire doable pa^e the dze 
dayesfolowTDge. And they toke than JndaatremblTnge 
for fere with them to payne. 

And after saynt Brandon sayled sonth-warde thre 
dayee and thre nyghtes, and on the Frydaye they s&we 
an yloude, and than saynt Brandon began to sygh and 
aaye, " I se the ylonde wherin Baynt Poule the heremyte 
dwelleth, and hath dwelled there xL yere, without meet 
and diynke ordeyned by mannes hande." And whan 
they came to the londe, saynt Poule came and welcomed 
them humbly. He was olde and for-growen, so that 
no man m^ht se his body, of whom saynt Brandon 
sayd weepyng, " Now I se a man that lyveth more 
lyke an anngell than a man, wherfore we wretches 
may be ashamed that we lyre not better." Than saynt 
Poule sayd to saynt Brandon, " Thou art better than I ; 
for our Lorde hath shewed to the more of his prevytees 
than he hath done to me, wherfore thou oughtest to be 
more praysed than I." To whome saynt Brandon sayd, 
"We ben monkes and must labour for oar meet, but God 
hath provyded for the suche meet as thou boldest the 
pleased, wherfore thou art moche better than L" To 
whome saynt Poule sayd, " Somtime I was a monke <tf 
saynt Fatrykes abbey in Yrelonde, and was warden of 
the place where as men entre into saynt Patrikes pur- 
gatory. And on a day there came one to me, and I 
asked hym what he was, and he sayd I am your abbot 
Patryke, and charge the that thou departe from hens 
to morowe erty to the see syde, and there thou shalt 
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fynde a shyppe, into the whiche thoa must entre, 
wtiiche God hath ordeyned for the, whoae wyll thou 
must aocomplysehe. And so the nexte daye I aroee 
and went forth and founde the shyppe, in whiche I 
entred, and by the purveyaunce of Grod I waa brought 
into this ylonde the seventh daye after, and than I 
lefte the ehyppe and went to londe, and there I 
walked up and downe K'good whyle, and than by the 
purveyaunce of God there came an otter goynge on bia 
hynder feet and brought me a £ynte stone, and an yren 
to smyte fyre with, in his two fore clawes of his feet ; 
and also he had aboute his necke grete plente <^ 
tyeshee, whiche he cast down before me and went his 
waye, and I smote iyre, and made a iyre of styckea, 
and dyd aethe the fysshe, by whiche I lyved thre 
dayea. And than the otter came agayn, and brought 
me fysshe for other thre dayes ; and thus he hath done 
Ij. yere, throi^h the grace of God^ And there waa a 
grete stone, out of whiche our Lorde made to sprynge 
fayre water, clere and swete, wherof I drynke dayly. 
And thus have I lyred this Ij . yere ; and I was Ix. yere 
olde whan I came hyther, and am now an hondred and 
xj. yere olde, and abyde tyll it please our Lorde to 
sende for me ; and if it pleased hym, I wolde fayne be 
discharged of this wretched lyfe." And than he bad 
saynt Brandon to take of the water of the welle, and 
to cary it into hie shyppe, " for it is tyme that thou de- 
parte, for thou hast a grete journey to do; for thou 
shalt sayle to an ylonde whiche is xL dayes ssylyng 
hens, where thou shalt bolde thyn Eester lyke as thou 
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hast done to-fore, wher as the tree of byrdea is. And&o 
tliens thou shalte sayleinto the Londe of Bybeest, and 
sbalt abyde there xL dayes, and after returne home 
into thy countiee in safete." And than these holy jsen 
toke leve eohe of other, and they wept* bothe full sore 
and kysaed eche other. 

And than eaynt Brandon entred into his shjppe, 
and aaylsd xl. dayes eyen southe, in full gret« tempest. 
And on Eester even came to theyr procuratour, whiche 
made to them good chere, ae he had before tyme. And 
from thena they came to the grete fysshe, where they 
sayd matyns and masse on Eester daye. And whan 
the masse was done, the tysshe began to meve, and 
swamme forth fast into the see, wherof the monkos 
were sore agast which stode upon hym, for it was a 
grete mervayle ts se auche a. fysshe as grete as ail a 
countree for to awymme so fast in the water ; but by 
the wyll of our Lorde God this fysshe set all the 
monkes a-tonde in the Paradise of Byrdes all hole and 
sounde, and than returned to the place that he came 
fro. And than saynt Brandon and his monkes thanked 
our Lorde God of theyr delyveraunce of the gret« 
fyeshe, and kepte theyr Eestertyde tyll Trinity Son- 
daye, lyke as they had done before tyme. And after 
this they toke theyr shyppe and sayled eest xl, dayes, 
and at the xl. dayes ende it began to hayle ryght 
fest, and therwith came a derke myst, whiche lasted 
longe after, whiche fered saynt Brandon and bis monkes, 
and prayed to our Lord to kepe and helpe them. 
And than anone came theyr procuratour, &ad badde 
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them to be of good chere, for they irere come into the 
Londe of Bjheeat. And soone after that myst passed 
avaye, and anose they sawe the feyrest conntree eeet- 
warde tliat ony man myght se, and was so clere and 
bryght that it mas an hevenly sygbt to beholde ; and all 
the trees were charged with rype frnyt« wad herbes 
full of iSonres ; in whiche londe they walked xl. dayes, 
but they coude se none ende of that londe ; and there 
was alwaye daye and Berer nygbt, and the londe 
attemperate ne to bote ue to colde. And at the last 
th^ came to a ryrer, but they durst not go over. 
And there came to them a fayre yonge man, and wel- 
comed them cnrtoysly, and called eche of them by his 
name, and dyd grete reverence to saynt Brandon, and 
sayd to them, " Be ye now joyfull, for this is the londe 
that ye have sought ; but our Lorde wyll that ye departe 
hens hastely, and be wyll sbewe to you more of his 
secretes whan ye come agayn into the see ; and our 
Lorde wyll that ye lade your sbyppe with the fruyte 
of this londe, and bye you hens, for ye may no lenger 
abyde here, but thou shalt aayte agayne into thyne 
owne countree, and soone after thou cornet home thou 
shalt dye. And this water that thou seest here 
departeth the worlds asondre; for on that other syde 
of the water may no man come tbat is in this lyfe. 
And the fruyt« that ye se is alwaye thus rype every 
tyme of the yere, and alwaye it is here lyght as ye now 
Be ; and he that kepeth our Lordes hestes at all tymes 
shall se this londe, or he passe out of this worlde." 
And than saynt Brandon and his monkes toke of 
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that fniyte as moche as they trolde, and also toke with 
them grete plent« of precyous stones ; and than toke 
thejT leve and went to shyppe, wepynge sore bycanse 
they myght no lenger abyde there. And than they toke 
theyr ehyppe and came home into Trelonde in safety, 
whome theyr bretheme receyved with grete joye, 
gyvynge thankynges to our Lords, whiche had kepte 
then) all those aeven yere fro many a peryll, and 
brought them home in safete, to whome be gyren 
honour and glory worlde withouten ende. Amen. 
And soone after, this holy man saynt Brandon wexed 
feble and aeke, and had but lytell joye of this world, 
but ever after his joje and mynde was in the joyes of 
heven. And in shorte tyme after, he, beynge fuU of 
Tertuee, departed out of this lyfe unto everlastyng 
lyfe, and was worshypfijliy bnryed in a fayre abbey, 
whiche he hym selfe founded, where our Lorde eheweth 
for this holy saynt many fayre myracles. "Wherfore 
let us devoutly praye to this holy saynt that be praye 
for us unto our Lord, that be have mercy on us, 
to whom be gyven laude, honour, and empyre, world 
withouten ende. Amen. 
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P. 1,1. 1. — The name is spelt diTeraelj id the diffeient 
HSS. Brendan and Brmidan. The commencenient of oui Eng- 
lish poem agrees cloeel; with that of the prose English Tersion 
here printed, but they differ very much from the original La- 
tin, and all the other versions, which giTeanioK exact account 
of the family of the saiDt — Sanctus Brendanus, filius Finlo- 
cha, Depotds AIti de geneie Eogeni, e stagnile i^one Mimen- 
aimn ortos fiiit. 

P. 1, L 4. — Athousmdmonekes^ So the English prose rer- 
uoD. The original Latin, and all the other rersions, say three 
thousand. 

P. 6. — Barinl^ The Latin calls him Barintut, nepot Neil 
regie. Id the pioselife he is corruptly called Beryne. 

P. 2, 1. S.— Ifrnwc.] The Trin. Col. MS. reads Mmrok. 
The prose Ter^on, probably by a mere error of the printer, 
calls bim Meruoke. 

P. 3, 1. a.—Mmmtayne of Stedet, MS. Triu. The Latin 
text has juata Mantem Lapidie. 

P. 2, 1. 23.—Ane lotid.'] The Tiin. Col. MS. reads a nywe 

P. 3, 1. 6. — A yuii^ man.] The original Latin, and the ver- 
sions made iminediatel; &om it, have only quidam vir, without 
saying anything of his youth. 

P. 4, L 4. — The Trin. C. MS- reads, agen-ward he wende 
tho, and that. 

P. 4, 1. 13.— Siny/.] MS. Tr. C. reads imelle. 

P. 4, 1. 14.— /n ihigt he atod, MS. Tr. C. This MS. adds 
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after this line the foUoiriiig, which is eTidentt; omitted in our 
text— He thogt fondy ther-of yf hit were Oodes wjlle. 

P. 4, 1. 17.— We should piobttblj read Tku»e tvelve, as the 
line seems at present im|«ifect MS. Tr. C. has The* tvelve 
he clyped to coniail. There aie aUo evidently two linesomit- 
ted in OUT text, which should form the commencement of St 
Brandan's address to his monb, and which stand thus in the 
Tr.C. MS-.— 



The omission has arisen fiom the number of consecutive 
ibymea. In the English prose version the preparatious fot 
Toifa^t are told more brieflj. 

P. S, 1. S.— The Ti. C. MS. reads Hu letm imke a tWonge 
ickip. The Latin text differs here from our narratiTe. Trans- 
acts jam quadraginladiebus, et salnlatis tretribus ac com. 
mendatis prspo^to monasterii sai, qui fiiit po^ea successor in 
codem loco, profeutus est contra occident&lem plagam cum 
^uatuordecim fratribua ad insulam cujusdam &ancti patris 
nomine Aende. Ibi demoratua est tribus diebus et tiibus doc- 
tibns. Post biBC, accepts benedictione sancti patiis et omnium 
mooacborum qui cum eo erant, pmfectus est in ultimam par- 
tem reg^nis sus, ubi demorabantui parentes ejus. Attamen 
noluit illos videre, sed cujusdam summitalem mentis exlen- 
dentis se in oceaiium, in loco qui dicitur Brendani tedet, as- 
vendit, ibique fuit tentorium sumn, ubi erat et inlroitus unius 
navis. Sanctus Brendanus et qui cum eo erant, acceptisfef' 
romenlis, fecerunt naviculam levissimam, costatam et colum- 
natam ex vimine, sicut mos est in illis paitibus, et cooperu- 
erunt earn coriis bovinis ac rubricaUs |n_ cortice roboiina, Hni* 
eruntque forisomnes juncturas navis, etexpendiaquadraginta 
dierum et butirum adpellesprsparandasassumpsenmtadco. 
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operimeDtum navis, et cffitera utensihsi qtue ad uaum viUe 
humtuis pertJDeDt. Atborem posuerunt in medio navis fixum, 
et Telum, et ctetera quce ad g^bematJonem navis perUnent. 

This is a curious descripdon of a veiy primilive ship. 

P. 6, L 4.— An hidU at the latte, MS. Tr. C. 

P. 6, 1. 8. — H» wende aboute ai moppyteke men that nvtte 
uierkutDere. MS. Tr. C. 

P. 6, 1. 13. — To an halU.} The Latin has, usque ad unuu 
oppidun, intrantes aulem videnmt aulam magnam. In the 
early French version it is, Et sivirent le chien dusques au chas- 
te). DoDt entrerent en i. chastel, et viient uce grande sale. 
The English versions oinilthe incident of one of the two monks 
who followed St. Brendan volualarily, who stole a bridle of 
silver from the hall, and died and was buried in the island. 

P. 7, 1. 7.^The Island of Sheep, answering closely to this 
description, is described by some of the Arabian geographers 
as existing in the western ocean. 

P. 8, 1. 7.— Eyre, MS. Tr. C, vfhich adds after this Une, 
the two following — 



P. 8, 1. le.—Jaicom.'] The MS. Tr. C. reads Jmtoyn ; the 
Latin has Jaiconiiu. It has been already observed in the 
preface, that the incident of the great fish is founde^in tiie 
Arabian voyages of Siubad. The existence of this great fish 
was a very popular legend in the middle i^es ; it was doubtless 
the Craken of the north. In the medieval bestiariesit is some- 
times identified with the whale. The stoiy is the subject of an 
Anglo-Saxon poem in the Exeter MS. Philippe de Tbaun 
givei the same incident in a few. lines, adding that the 
fisb, before rising to the suiface, throws th« sand of the sea on 
its back, which gives it still more the appearance of land,— 
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" Cetu* ceo nt malt grsDl baste, OiE teni an mar untTans ; 
J« Mtbliu da ra«c pmat, lui ton dos restonl, 
SUT mer t'etiitoatt, en pais ai aateist. 
LI notnnen Is rdt, quids que ills uit, 
Hoc Tut arirar aon ounrei apieater. 
libalaiD la ftiaent «laaef alagaot; 
Lorn ae plungnat, n il pot, ai'i nneiaL" 

" Cetus U a very great beast, which Htcs always in the sea ; 
it takes the sand of iJie aea, spreads it on ils back, rtuses itself 
up in the sea, and will be withuut motion. The seafiirer sees 
it, thinks that it is an island, lands there to prepare bis meal. 
The wfaale feels the liie and the ship and the people ; then he 
will plunge and drown them, if he can." 

See also the account of diis monster given in the early Eng- 
lish metrical bestiary, printed in the Reliquia: Astiqute, ?oL i. 
p. 220. 

P. 9, 1. 9.— The Tr. C. MS. reads,— 



P. 9,1. 16. — This notion relating to the distribution of the 
fallen angels, according to the degree in which they had par- 
ticipated in Lucifer's crime, was very general in the middle 
ages. I have collected together from old writers some extracts 
on this subject in my essay on " St. Patrick's Purgatory," p. 
90. In the Latin text of our legend the bird says, Nos sumus 
de magna ilia ruina anliqui hostis ; sed non peccando aut 
consentiendo sumus lapsi, sed Dei pietate prffidestinati, nam 
ubi snmus creati, per lapsum istius cum suis satellibus con- 
tigit nostra ruina. Deus autem omnipotens, qui jnstns est et 
veras, euo judicio misit nos in istum locum, P<Enas non sua- 
tiuemus. Piffisentiam Dei ex parte non videre possumus, 
tautum alienavit nos consortio illorum qui steterunt. Vaga- 
muT per dlrersas partes hi^us seculi, aeris et firmamenti et 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



lentmnD, sent M alii spiritOB qui tnittiuttur. Std in sonctis 
diebu« doiuiniciH accipimus coipora Ulia quee tu vid««, et per 
Dei diapenBationau commomiDttT bic et laudamiu onatorem 



F. 11, 1. 8 Abbey.} IdiuIud qaee vocatut AUba/. T«zt. 

Lat. 

P. IS,L8.— TT^aiWuwrtOimusturbidus. Text. L»t 

F.13,1. ft.— H^ifemoret.] The Laliii Uxt bas, Et qmbu*- 
dun ndioibm ittcredibilis saporis. 

F. 14,1. 1.— Stint Alvey.} Et iaacti Ailbri. Text Lat 

F. 14, 1. l&.—Weved.'] An altai. In the next line MS. Ti. 
C. reads, vxved, ehalyt, and croewa. Erant enim altaria de 
cristallo, calices et patens, urceoli, et cietera vass qun perti- 
nebant ad cultnm divinntn, itidem ex ciistallo eiant Text, 
Lat. 

P. 15. 1. 13.~YIU o/ofUm,] i. e. the isle of hermits, oi- 
ancborites. MS. Ti. C. reads yfe ofauntret. De dnobns Tero 
qui supersuDt, unus peregrinabitui in insula qnffi TOoator 
Anachoritalis ; porro aher morte pesnma condempnabitui 
apnd isferoB. Text. Lat 

F. 15, ]. 15.— A fnri arttM.'] Sa^tla tsiiM. Text Lat 
The prose English venion has misread (mgtl for arrov. 

P. 16, 1. 5. — Midewynter.'] It ia perhaps hardl; necessaiy 
to observe that this is the Anglo-Saxon name for Christmas, 

F. 16, 1. 16. — Fowelea Parayal\ Insula quae Tocatur Fa- 
radlsus Avium. Text. Lat A curions incident of the Ladn 
legend, v4ieretlie monks were made ill by drinking water in 
another island, is omitted in the English. 

F. 16, 1. \&.-~SckeT-thuTidai.'\ Shere Thursdaj, or Maun- 
day Thuradaj, is the Thursday before Easter, when it was the 
custom to wash each other's feet in imitation of Christ, which 
ceremonj was called his mandi (or commandment), whence 
is derived one of the names given to the day. 
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p. 17, 1. 2a.— rnuM.] Tlie Tt. C. US. Kada eehon. 

P.19,LIS.—Afingred^i.e.bimgrj. See the GloMaiy b> 
PietB Ploughmui. In the original Ladn text the monks ue 
twice exposed to extreme bimger, and on the fint occagion re- 
lieve themselves by eating of the fiesb of the beast which had 
beenkilled. Several incidentB in this part of the original stoiy 
aieomittedio the English TBTuoD. It would appear also that 
in the T^ttin legend the great beast which had been killed was 
the same on whose back the; had lit the fite, for Biandan says 
to them when the; express their fear of the fishes the; saw 
asleep at the botlom ot the sea, — Cor timetis istaa bestias? 
Nonne omnium bestianun maxima devorata est? Sedentes 
TVS et psallentcs stepe in dorso ejus fuistis, et silvam scindistis, 
et ignero sccendisUs, et camem (jus coxistis. ' 

F. 23, 1.3. — For a full illostratioD of' the noUons relating 
to hell and patadise contained in the latter part of this legend 
I would refer the reader to the materials I have collected in 
the esaa; on " St. Patrick's Purgatoiy." 

F. 23, 1. 8. — Amiaai.'i A term in the game of dice, fre- 
quently used in medieval writers, which shows the great pre- 
valence of gambling in the middle ages. 

P,26, 1, 7. — And oart Looerde* paiu her.'] It was a preva- 
lent notion in the middle ages that Judas was the porsebearer 
of Christ and his disciples, and that his avarice and dishonesty 
was partly the cause of his ruin. A curious early fragment 
on this subject ispriDtediDtheReliquisAntiqiiie,Tol.i. p. 144. 
In the " Chester Mysteries ' he is made tn take ofience at the 
extravagance of the Af agdalene in lavishing so much money 
on a pot of ointment. In the Latin text of the legend of 
St Brandan, Judas b represented as having been the cham- 
berlain of the Saviour — qnando fui camerarius Domini. In 
the Frenchveraionit iSiQuaDdjetmcambrelensmenSignent. 
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P, 30, 1. 21. — The Latin text gires his age somewhat dif- 
feientlf ■ NonagenaiiiuB euim sum in bac insula, et triginla 
annis in victu pisuium, et sexaginta in victu illius fontis, et 
quinquaginta fui in patria mea ; omnes enim anni vits nteffi 
sunt centum quinquaginta. 

P. 34, 1. 11. — An abbei.} This abbe; was Cluain-fert or 
Clonfert, in (he county of Galway, where it is pretended 
that St. Brandan was buried in the year 676. See Aichdall, 
UonasL Hibem. p. 278. 

P. 36, 1. II. — In a vin/on.'] The prose version iahererathet 
confused, and the writer appears unintcntionaUy to have over- 
looked part of the original. It would seem here aa though the 
voyage of Barinttts was nothing more than a vision, which 
ceriainlj was not the writer's meaning. 
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When Weber printed the romance of Octovian 
from MS. Cotton. Calig. A. ii., he was not aware 
that the other copy which he mentioned as exist- 
ing at Cambridge, in MS. More 690, was an 
entirely different version, or rather translation, of 
the French original. This fact wag alao unknown 
to Conybeare, who published an analysis of tho 
Anglo-Norman romance, although with more cau- 
tion, ho alludes to it as "another poem with the 
same title ;" referring to Watton, who had pre- 
viously noticed that the commencing lines of the 
two MSS. differed. It does not, however, appear 
that either Percy, or any of these writers, had 
examined the Cambridge version, and aa it com- 
pletely difiers from the other in its composition, 
and occasionally in the conduct of the story, it 
appeared to the editor well worthy of publication ; 
and in the course of his task, he has had the 
advantage of comparing the text with another 
copy of the same version preserved in the Thorn- 
ton manuscript, a very valuable volume in the 
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library of Lincoln Cathedral. The principal va- 
riations afforded by the Lincoln MS. will be found 
in the notes. 

Only one copy of the French original is known 
to exist, a poem of about 5600 lines, in a MS. on 
vellnin of the fourteenth century, in the Bodleian 
library, MS. Hatton 100. It commences as 
follows : — 
Ifi commenet In fwniiitz dt Olhroien, empereor de Rome. 

S^gaeot, pfeudom, or eBcoutfs, 

Qui lea boaet cban^ona am^ ; 

lyuDe Unt boae tar porrei, 

Ja de meilleoT dine n'on^, 

Det gmu merreillet qui sunt faites, 

Et de Latin en Roinanz Iraites. 

ApntsanjorquijadiBfii, 

Ot tl Paiia un roi crema. 

Qui Dragonben fu apelea. 

Plus fiers home de lui De fu ces, 

Ne miex seust lene tenir, 

Ne set aoemiii estonnir. 

Famme prist de grant renon, 

Gente de con et de ia^on. 

Un pere Mvoit de fier corage, 

Cm moult ettoit de baut lingnage, 

Mull durement estuit pwudon ; 

loteirea fu namcB par non. 

D^onbeiB doDt m'aies cont«r, 

Fist Sain Denis faire fonder. 

Mull ama Diex mutt ferniement ; 

Luteitea fu de mult grant aage, 

Et se cbei en grant malage. 
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Famme piistuoit a M 
Et de le n 



From the n&tb line it appears that the tale 
was originally eomposed in Latin ; and this is 
partially confirmed by the following passage in 
Weber'a version : — 

" Be Sejne water, legd the Latin, 
Without boat, 
HuyneiB faym bn^hte to the maryn 
Ot Gene cost" 
But the French is also referred to in the same 
piece, and there can be little doubt that both the 
English versions were derived immediately from 
the Anglo-Norman. 

There are several early notices of this romance 
in English writers. William Nassyngton, in his 
" Mirrour of Life," written before the year 1384, 
thus alludes to it : — 

" I wanie jow ferst ate benjagojag, 
I wyl mate jow oo vejn carpjng 
Of dethee, of armee, ne of amoun, 
As doth meDStrale end Jestoures, 
That maketh caTpyng in manf place 
Of Octoiyave and Ysanibrace, 
And of rnaoj other gegtea, 
Namel; when they cam to fettea i 
Ne of the l;f of Bewis of Hamptoun, 
That was a \ajy. uf giet renoun, 
Ne of sjre Gj of Wetewjke, 
Alle-jif bit rojjtesom men Ijrle." 

MS. Bodl. 48, f. 47. 
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And in the anoDymons translation of Colonna, 
MS. Laud. 695, f. I, it is included in a very ex- 
tensive list of the " romaunces of pris," as well as 
in a similar enumeration in Eichard Coer de Lion, 
6665. 

It is conjectured by Tyrwhitt that Chaucer also 
alludes to the romance of Octavian in the follow- 
ing passage : — 

" AnoDrigKt whao I heTdin tbat, 

How that they wolde oo-huntinge gone, 

I iraa right glad, and up anone 

I take mj horse, and forth I wente 

Out of chambie. T nevii Btente 

Tjl I come to the felde without ; 

There ovirtoke I a grete rout 

Of huntirB and of foresters, 

Aod man; rclaies and Itroers, 

That hied hem to the forest fast, 

And I with hem ; so at the last 

I aslcid one lad, a lymeie, 

* Saj, felowe, who shal huntin here f 

Quod I ; and he answered ajen, 

" Sir, the emperonr Oclovi/en" 

Quod he, ' and he is here fa^le by.' " 

The Theme of Ckauctr, 368. 

And he quotes a passage in an inventory of 2 
Hen. YI, where mention is made of a piece of 
tapestry which was ornamented with the story of 
Le Octavion roy de Rome, as having been in the 
palace of Henry V. 
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Bagford, MS. Harl. 6905, f. 17, mentiom a 
printed edition of the English versioo of Octa- 
viau. He thus describes it : — " Ootavyan, the 
emperour of Borne, a romanse in rime ; a man 
and horse in complete armour, with a dogge run- 
ing ; imprented at London, in Flet Strete, at the 
signe of the Sonne, in q., no date ; a well printed 
booke." No copy of it is now known to exist, 
but it was in all probability the version now print- 
ed, that in the Cottonian MS. being in a peculiar 
and original stanza. According to Weber, a 
Oerman translation of the romance in prose forms 
at present one of the most popular story-books 
among the peasants of that country, but the 
earliest copy he had seen was dated in 1587. 

It is scarcely necessary to observe that the 
following romance has nothing to do with the 
genuine history of the Roman emperor whose 
name it bears. In the Cambridge manuscript, 
now marked Ff. ii. 38, his name is spelt Octavifan, 
which is my reason for ad opting a similar ortho- 
graphy, to distinguish this from Weber's version. 
This MS. is the one referred to by Percy, War- 
ton, and others, as MS. More 690, and a de- 
scription of it will be found in a volume of early 
metrical romances which I am now editing for 
the Camden Society. The Lincoln MS. is also 
described in the same work, and in Sir F. Mad- 
den's Introduction to " Syr Gawayne." To this 
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latter woi^ I was indebted for my first know- 
ledge of the Lincoln copy. 

Conybeare's analysis of the Freoeh romance 
was printed privately and anonymonely, 8vo. 
Oxford, 1809, with notes and illustrations. To 
that work I refer for a more complete account of 
the Hatton MS. than could conustently be ^ren 
in this place. It differs in several particulars 
from the English versions, but the main conduct 
of the tale is the same in all. The name of the 
author does not appear in any part of the poem, 
but it seems probable that it was written in En- 
gland, from the fact that St. George, and not St. 
Denys, is introduced as the champion of the 
Christian army. 

The tale (rf" Sir Aldingar in the Percy manu- 
script, contains an incident very «milar to that 
related at the commencement of the following 
romance ; and perhaps the reader may not object 
to have the opportunity of making the compa- 
rison. It may be observed that it is an incident of 
frequent recurrence in medieval fiction. Weber 
refers to Hugh le Blond as well as to Sir Aldingar. 
The latter commences as follows ; — 
" Oui IdDg' lie kept a talae ateward. 
Sir Aldingar they him call ; 
A falser steward than he wsb one, 
S«n'd not in bower or hall. 

He wolde bave layoe by our comely queen. 
Her dear worship tn betray ; 
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Oar qneep she was a good woman, 
And evennore said him naj. 

Sit Aldiogar was wroth id his mind, 
With beT he was never conteot. 

Till tiaiteioiu means be could devise. 
In s fire to have her brent 

Tber came a lazar t« the king's gate, 
A lazar bolh blind and lame ; 

He took the lazar npon his back. 
Him on the qneen's bed bas lain. 

" lie still, lazar, whereas thnn liest, 
IiOok thou go not hence away ; 

nt make thee a whole man and a sound. 
In two hours of the day." 

Then went him forth Sir Aldingar, 

And hied him to our king ; 
" If I might have grace, as I have space, 

Sad UdingB I could bring." 

" Say on, wy on, Sir Aldingar, 

Say on the sothe to me !" 
" Our queen hath chosen a new true love. 

And she will have none of thee. 
" If she had chosen a right good knight, 

The lees bad been her shame ; 
But she bath uboee faer a lazar man, 

A lazar both blind and lame." 

" If this be true, Ihou Aldingar, 
The tydyng tbou tellest to me ; 

Then will 1 make thee a rich rich knight, 
Rich both of gold and fee. 
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" But if it he folae, Sit Aldinpii, 

As God DOH giant U be '. 
Tbj bodj, I swear b; ihe hdy rood, 

Shall hang on the gallows tree !" 

He bionght our king to tbe queen's chamber, 

And open'd to him the door, 
" A lodlye love," king Hairj says, 

" Fof our queen dame ElinOTe !" 

" If thou were a man, as thou art noue, 

Here on my sword thou'st die; 
But a pair of new gallows shall be built. 

And there stialt thou hang on bye!" 

Forth theu byed our king i-wysse. 

And an angiy man was hee ; 
And Boone he found queene Elinore, 

That bird* so bright of blee. 

" Now God you save, our queen, madam, 
' And Christ jou sare and see ; 
Here you have chosen a new true lore. 
And you wilt have none of me. 

" If you had chosen a right good knight. 

The less bad been your shame ; 
But you have chose you a lazar man, 

A lazar both blind and lame. 

" Therefore a fire there shall be built, 

And brent all shall thou bel" 
" Now, out alack !" said our comely queen, 

" Sir Aldingar's false to me !" 



' Dr. Percy reads bride. 
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Now out alack !" said our cornel; qaeen, 

" My hearl with grief will biast '. 
I bad thought swereuB had nerer been tiae, 

I have proved them uue at last 

" I dieamt in roj Bweven on Thnnday eve, 

In my bed whereas I lay ; 
I dieamt a giype and a grimly beast, 

Bad carried my crown away 1" 

In the old romance of the Erie of Tolous, as 
in Octavian, the lady^s presumed guilt ia proved 
to the satisfaction of the court by conveying a 
boy into her chamber while she was asleep. Simi- 
lar inetances of coincidence will present themselves 
to the reader of old romances ; and the incident 
of the lioness's attachment to the child is found 
in several tales under very slightly varying forms. 

J. 0. Haluwell. 



Auffust SfrfTISW. 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



■ Google 



THE KOMANCE 
THE EMPEEOE OCTAVIAN. 



Lyttll and mjkyll, olde and ^nge, 
LyBtenytt now to my talkynge, 

Of whome y wylle yow lytlie. 
JLesu, Lorde, of hevyn kynge, 
Girawnt us alle hya blessynge, 

And make us gladd and blythe I 
Sothe sawys y wylle yow mynge 
Of whom the worde wyde can apiynge, 

Tf ye wylle lystyn and lythe ; 
Yn bokys of ryme hyt ya tolde, 
How hyt befelle owre eldurs olde, 

Welle oftyn sythe. 

Some tyme felle aventure. 

In Eome ther was an emperowre. 

In Bomans as we rede j 
He wae a man of grete favoor, 
He levyd in yoye and gret honour, 

And doghty was in dede. 
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THE ROMANCE OF 

In tumament and yn fyght^ 

Tn the worlde waa not a bettor bnyght 

Then he was undiur wede ; 
Octavyan hys name hyght, 
He was a man of moche myght, 

And bolde at every nede. 

An emperes he had to wyfe, 
The feyrest that myght bere lyfe. 

These derkys seyn soo ; 
Vij. yere togedur had they ben, 
Wyth joya and game them betwene, 

And othur myrthys moo. 
Tho the Tij. yerys were alle goon, 
Chylde myght they gete noon, 

That tyme betwene them twoo, 
That aftnr hym hya londes schulde welde ; 
Therfore grete aorowe drewe them to elde : 

Yn herte he was fulle woo. 

The emperowre on a day. 
In hys bedd as he lay 

Wyth hys lady hryght^ 
He behelde hur feyre lere, 
That was bryght os blossom on brere, 

And semely is hys ayght. 
A sorowe to hys herte ranne. 
That ehylde togedur they my3t noon ban, 

Hys londe to yeve and ryght; 
Be hys lady as he sete, 
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THE EMPEROB OCTAVIAN. 3 

For woo hys chekys waxe i^e wete, 
Thtit was so hende a kayght. 

When the lady can hyt see, 

Chaunge Bche dud hur feyre blee, sq 

And Byghyd wondur sare : 
Sche felle on kneys hym agayne. 
And of hys sorowe Bche can hym frayne. 

And of bye mekylle care. 
" For yf that hyt were yowre wylle, ** 

Towre coimselle for to schewe me tylle, 

Of yowre lyvya fare, 
Te wott y am youre worldya fere, 
Toure tboght to me ye myght dyskever, 

Youre comfort were the mare," *< 

In hys armes he can hiir folde, 
And hys cownselle to hur tolde, 

And of hys hertys wownde ; 
"Now have we vij. yere togedur byn. 
And we no chylde have us betwen, •" 

And here we schalle not leve but a stownde. 
Y wott not how thys londe Bchalle fare, 
But love in waire, in eorowe, and care, 

When we are broght to grownde ; 
Therfore y have so mekylle thoght, '" 

That when y am to bedd broght, 

Y Blepe but selden eownde." 

Than answeryd that lady bryght, 
" Syr, y can yow rede aryght, 
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THE ROMANCE OP 

Tf yow no thyng to ylle ; 
A ryche abbey Bchalle we make. 
For owre dere lady sake, 

And londye geve ther-tylle. 
Sche wylle prey hur Sone feyre 
That we togedur may have an heyre, 

ThyB londe to welde at wylle." 
They let make an abbey thoo ; 
The lady was with chyldren twoo, 

As hyt was Goddya wylle. 

Wyth chylde waxe the lady thore j 
Grete sche was with peynys sore, 

That was bothe hende and free, 
Tyll tyme felle that hyt was soo, 
The lady had men chyldren two. 

That eemely were to see. 
Tythyngys come to the emperowre, 
As he lay in hys towre ; 

A gladd man was hee I 
Two maydenya the errande hym brogbt; 
Wythowt gyftya yede they noght, 

Eyther he gafe townya three. 

The emperowre was fuUe blythe of mode j 
To hys chapelle swythe he yode. 

And thanked God of hys sonde ; 
Yerly when the day can sprynge, 
A preest he dud a masse synge ; 

Hys modur there he fonde. 
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THE EMPEBOB OCTAVtAN. 

" Sone," eche seyde, "y am blythe 
That the emperes schalle have lyre, 

And leve wyth ub is londe ; 
But moche aorowe deryth mee, 
That Home achalle wrong-heyred bee. 

In unkynde honde." 

" Modur," he seyde, " why aey ye soo ? 
Now have we men-chyldren two, 

T-thankyd be Groddys wylle I" 
" Nay," sche aeyde, " Bone myne, 
Ther ya never neytliyr of them thyn. 

That lykyth me fulle ylle 1 
For thou myght no chylde have. 
Thy wyfe hath take a cokys knave, 

That wylle y prove be akylle." 
A sorowe to the emperowra herte ranne, 
That worde cowde he apeke nooa, 

But yede awey fulle stylle. 

To hys cbapelle forthe he yode, 
And at hys masse stylle he stode, 

As man that was in care. 
The emperowrs modur let calle a knave, 
And hym behett grete mede to have, 

A thowsande pownde and mare ; 
To the chaumbur the knave toke the way, 
There as the emperea in chylde-bedd lay. 

AUe slcpte that there ware ; 
For-why they had wakyd longe, 
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THE ROMANCE OF 

In peyoys and in sorowe etrange, 
Or Bche were delyvyrd tharo. 

" Haste the, knave, wyth alle thy mjght, 
Prevely that thou were dyght, 

And that thou were uncladd ; 
Softly be hur yn thou cr^»e. 
That thou wake hur not of hur slepe. 

For seke ache ys be-fltadd." 
Hastyly was the knaTe uncladd ; 
In he went, aa ache hym badd. 

Into the ryche bedde ; 
And evyr he drewe hym away, 
For the rychea that he in lay, 

Sore he waa a-dredd. 

The emperowTB modur awey went than ; 
To hur Bone swythe ache wan. 

At maaae there aa he at<»de. 
" Sone," ache aeyde, " thou troweat not me ; 
Now thou mayate the eothe see." 

To the chaumbur wyth hur he yode. 
When he sawe that ayght, than 
Sorowe to hya herte ranae. 

And nerehonde waxe he wode ; 
The knave he elewe in the bedd, 
The ryche clothya were alle be-bledd 

Of that gyMea blode. 

Evyr lay the lady faate aalepe, 
A dylfulle awevyn can ache mete. 
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THE EMPEROR OCTAVIAN. 

That was so sw ete a wyglit : 
Sche thc^ht Bche was in wyldjTDes, 
Tn thomea and ia derkenes, 

That sche myght have no eyght. 
There come fleyng ovyr the stronde 
A drogofi, alio with fyre brennand, 

That alle the londe was bryght ; 
In hys pahnes, alle brennyng bloo, 
Up he toke hur chyldren twoo, 

And away he toke hye flyght. 

When the lady can awake, 

A dylfulle gronyng can sche make ; 

The lasse was hur care 1 
The emperowre toke up the grome, 
The beiTC in hys honde he nome, 

The hede smote of thare. 
He caste hyt ageyne into the bedd. 
The ryehe clothys were alle be-bledd. 

Of redd golde there they ware ; 
The grete treson that there was wroght^ 
The lady slept and wyste hyt noght^ 

Har comfort was the mare. 

Wordya of thya were spoke no moo 
Tylle the emperes to churche was goo, 

As lawe was in lede ; 
The emperowre made a feste, y undurstonde, 
Of kyngya that were of ffarre londe. 

And lordys of dyrers at«de. 
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THB ROMANCE OF 

The kyng of Calabur, withowt lees, 
That the ladje ffadur waa, 

Thethur waa he bede ; 
AUe the; eemblyd on a da^, 
Wyth myrthe, game, and with play, 

Whan the lady to churche yede. 

Kyngye dwellyd then aUe in same ; 
There was yoye and moche game, 

At that grete mangery ; 
- Wyth gode metys them amonge, 
Harpe, pype, and mery Bonge, 

Bothe lewte and eawtre. 
When the vij. nyght was alle goon, 
Wyth alle-tyn welthe in that won, 

And mery mynstralsy ; 
Ther waa never ao ryche a getherynge, 
That had ao sory a pertynge, 

I wylle yow telle for-why, 

Grete dele hyt ys to t«lle, 
On the ix'*° day what befelle ; 

Lyatenyth, and ye schalle here. 
The emperowre to chaumbur yode, 
Alle the kyngys abowte hym atode 

Wyth fulle gladd chore. 
The emperowre aeyde there he can stonde, 
Soche aventure felle in that londe. 

Of a lady in that yere, 
Wyth soche a treson was take and teynl ; 
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THE EMPEROR OCTAVIAN. 

He askjd when maner jugement ' 

That 8che worthy were. 

When the emperowre had hys tale tolde, 
The kyng of Calabur answere wolde, 

He wyate not what hyt mente { 
He seyde, " Hyt ys worthy, for hnr sake, ^ 
Wythowt the eyte a fyre to make. 

Be ryghtwyee yngement ; 
When the fyre were brennyng faste, 
Sche and hur ij. chyldren therin to be caste, 

And to dethe to be brente." 9 

The emperowre anaweryd hym fuUe sone, 
" Thyn own d(^htur hyt hath done, 

Y holde to thyn BBsent I" 

There was dele and grete pyte ; 

A feyre they made withowt the cyte, s 

Wyth brondys brennyng alle bryght. 
To the fyre they ledd that lady thare, 
Two squyers hur chyldren bare, 

That aemely were in syght; 
In a kyrtuUe of Scarlett redd, s 

In the fyre to take hur dedd 

Redy was sche dyght. 
The kyng of Calabur made evylle chere, 
For dele he my3t not stonde hys doghtur nere ; 

There wept bothe kynge and knyght. 3 

The lady sawe no bettur redd. 
But that sche achulde be dedd 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



THK ROMANCE OF 

That day npon tlie fyldet 
Wjth B017 hert, the sothe to telle, 
Before the emperowre on kneys eche felle, 

And bothe hur hondye upUelde. 
" Grawnt me, Lorde, for Jheaa sake, 
Oon oryson that y may make 

To Hym that aUe may welde ; 
And sythen on me do yowre wylle, 
What dethe that ye wylle put me tylle, 

Therto y wylle me 3elde." 

The lady on hur kneys hur sett. 

To Jhesn Cryste fulle sore ache wepte, 

What wondnr was hyt thogh she were w( 
" Jhesu," sche aeyde, " kynge of biysse, 
Thys day thou me rede and wyase, 

And hevene qwene alsoo. 
Mary, mayden and modur free, 
My preyer wylle y make to thee, 

For my chyldren twoo ; 
As thou lett them be borne of mee, 
Grawnt that they may crystenyd bee, 

To dethe or that they goo." 

Kyngys and qwenys abowte hur were, 
Ladys felle in swownyng there, 

And knyghtys stode wepande ; 
The emperowre hw lorde stode hur nere, 
The terys tryllyd downe on bys lere, 

Fulle Bory can he stande. 
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THE EMPBROR OCTAVIAN, 11 

The emperowre spake a worde of pyte, 
" Dame, thy dethe y wylle not see, 

Wyth herte nothur wyth hande." 
The emperowre gaf hiu: leve to goo, 
And wyth hur to take Iiiir chyldren two, *'* 

And flee owt of hys londe. 

The emperowre gaf hur xL pownde 
Of fflorens that were rownde, 

In yeste as we rede ; 
And betoke hur knyghtys twoo, 280 

And gaf hur the golde, and badd hur goo 

Owt of hys loode to lede. 
The knyghtys the chyldren bare, 
There the bye weyes ware, 

And fortbe fulle swytbe they yede ; *8i 

The kyngys from the parlement, 
Ecbe man to bys own londe went, 

For Borowe ther hertys can blede. 

Tbo the lady come to a wyldumes, 

That fulle of wylde bestya was ; ^90 

The wode was grete and streyght. 
The knyghtys toke bur there the chyldren twoo, 
And gaf bur the golde> and badd bur goo 

The way that lay forthe irygbt. 
They badd hur bolde the bye atrete, !"* 

For drede of wylde beestys for to mete. 

That mekylle were of mygbt i 
Ageyne they went with sory mode, 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



THE ROMANCE OP 

The lady aloon forthe ache yode, 
As a wofulle wjghL 

So had sehe wepte there befonie. 
That the ryght wey had ache lome, 

So moche ache was in thoght ; 
Tnto a wode was veryly thykk, 
There clevya were and weyes wyck, 

And hur wey fonde ache noght. 
Tn a clyff undur an hylle 
There sche fonde a fulle feyre welle, 

In an herber redy.wn^ht! 
Wyth olyfe treys-waa the herber sett : 
The lady sett hiir downe and wepte, 

Further myght ache noght. 

The lady by the welle hur sett^ 
To Jheau Cryate sore sche grett ; 

No further myght eche gone. 
" Lorde kynge," aehe seyde, " of hevyn blys, 
Thys day ihou me rede and wysso, 

FuUe weyle y am of won, 
Mary modur, maydyn free, 
My preyer wylle y make to the, 

Thou mende my aorowfuUe mone 1 
So fulle y am of sorowe and care, 
That thre dayes are goon and mare 

That mete ete y noon," 

Be that sche had hnr chyldren dyght, 
Hyt was woxe derke nyght. 
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Ab ache sate be the welle i 
In the erber downe Bche lay 
Tylle hyt wae dawnyng of the day, 

That fowlya herde sche jelle. 
There came an ape to eeke hur pray, 
Hur oon chylde sche bare away 

On aa hye hylle ; 
What wondur waa thogh sche were woo ? 
The ape bare the chylde hur £roo! 

In ewownyng downe sche felle. 

In alle the sorowe that sche in was, 
There come rennyng a lyenas, 

Os wode as sche wolde wede ; 
In Bwownyng as the lady lay, 
Hut wodur chylde sche bare away, 

Hur whelpys wyth t« fede. 
What wondur was thogh sche woo ware ? 
The wylde beestys hur chyldyr away bare, 

For aorowe hur herte can blede I 
The lady sett hur on a stone 
Besyde the welle, and made hur mone, 

And eygbyng forthe sche yede. 

There came a fowle that waa feyre of flyght, 
A gryfffn he waa callyd be ryght^ 

Ovyr the holtys hore ; 
The fowle was so moche of myght, 
lliat he wolde bare a knyght, 

Welle armyd thogh he ware. 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



TBE ROMANCE OF 

Tbe lyeuu with the chjlde op take be, 
And into an ;le of the see 

Bothe he them bare ; 
The chylde slept in the Ijeaae mowthe, 
Of wele nor wo nothjng h^ knowyth, 

Bnt God kepe hjt from care. 

Whan the lyenas had a fote on londe, 
Hastyly Bche can np-etonde, 

Ab a beste that was strange and wylde ; 
Thorow Goddes grace the grjSjn she slowe, 
And sTthen etc of the flesche y-nowe. 

And leyde hnr downe be the chylde. 
The chylde H«^e the lyenaa, 
As byt Goddys wylle was, 

Whan byt the pappys feled ; 
And when the lyenaa began to wake, 
Sche lovyd the chylde for bur wbelpys sake. 

And therwith scbe was fulle mylde. 

Wyth hnr fete sche made a denne. 
And leyde tbe lytulle chylde theryn. 

And kepte byt day and nyght ; 
And, when the lyenaa bungord sore, 
Sche ete of the gryffyn more. 

That afore was strange and wyght. 
As byt wna Goddys owne wylle, 
Tbe lyenaa belafte the cbylde stylle ; 

The chylde waa feyre and biyght. 
The lady sett bur on a atone 
Beayde tbe welle, and made bur mone, 

As a wofulle wyght. 
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" Jhesu," ache seyde, " kynge of blya, 
Thys day thou me rede and wyase! 

Of alle kyngya thou art flowre ! 
As y was kyngys dc^htur and qwene, 
And emperea of Borne have bene, 

Of many a ryche towre. 
Thorow the lesyng that ya on me wroght, 
To moche sorowe y am bn^ht, 

And owt of myn honowre ; 
The worldys wele y have forlome, 
And my two chyldren be tro me borne, 

ThyB lyfe y may not dewre ! 

" Lorde, the sorowe that y am ynne, 
Welle y wot hyt ys for my syune : 

Welcome he thy sonde 1 
To the worlde y wylle me never yeve, 
But serve the, Lorde, whylle y leve. 

Into the Holy Londe." 
Dowse be an hylle the wey she name, 
And to the Grekeysch see sche came, 

And walkyd on the stronde ; 
Befome hur an haven there she aye, 
And a cet£ wyth towrys bye 

Alle redy there sche fonde. 

When sche come to the ryche towne, 
A schyppe sche fonde alle redy bowne 

Wyth pylgrymyfl forthe to fere ; 
Sche badd the Bchyppmaa golde and fee. 
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In hjs Bchypp that sche mygbt bee, 

Tf hjTB wylle ware. 
A bote th&j seude ovyr the flode 
To the lady there 8cbe stode, 

A Trygbt man in hur bare ; 
Bjr the maste they badd bur sytte, 
Of hur wo myght no man wjtt. 

But evyr Bche wept fulle eare. 

The Bchjpp come be an yle syde. 

The schyppman bade them there abyde, 

" Fresche watur have we none." 
Besyde them wag a roche hye, 
A welle feyre welle there they aye 

Come Btrykyng ovyr a stone. 
Two men to the londe they aente ; 
Up by the atreme they wente, 

The welle they fonde anone. 
A lyenas lay in hur denne, 
And was fulle fayne of tho two men, 

Anon ache had them alon. 

So long on ankyr can they ryde, 
The two men for to abyde, 

Tylle none was on the day ; 
Xij. men anon can they dyght, 
Wyth helmea and hawberkya hryght. 

To londe than wente they. 
They fonde the lyenaa denne, 
A man-chylde lyeng therynne. 
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Wyth the Ijenas to plej ; 
SometTine hjt soke the lyenas pappe, 
And someljrme thej can kyaae and cleppe : 

For fere they fledd awaj. 

They yede and totde what they aye, 
They fonde on the roche on bye 

A lyenas ui hnr denne, 
A num-chylde ther in Uy, 
Wyth the lyenas to play, 

And dedd were hothe ther men. 
Then spake the lady mylde, 
" Mercy, lordyngya, that ys my chylde ! 

On londe ye let me renne." 
The bote they sente over the flode, 
To londe alhtne the lady joie, 

Sore wepeyd the schypmon than I 

When Bche came on the roche on hyght, 
Sche ranne, whylle ache myght, 

Wyth fuUe sory mode; 
The lyenas, thorow Goddys grace. 
When sche sye the ladyes face, 

Debonerly stylle schestode. 
Thorow the myght of Mary mylde, 
Sche au£furd hur to take up the chylde. 

And wyth the lady to the see she yode ; 
When the schypmen the lyenas aye. 
The londe durste they not come nye, 

For feere they were nye wode ! 
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Some bente an oore, and some a eprytt. 
The Ijeuas for to meete, 

Owt of ther schyppe to were ; 
The ladj jato the schyp wente, 
XXX. fote the lyenaB aftur sprente, 

Ther durete no man hnr yn here. 
There men myght game see, 
xl. men lepe jnto the see, 

So ferde of the lyenas they werel 
By the lady the lyenaa downe lay, 
And with the chyUe can ache play. 

And no man wolde ache dere. 

Tliey drewe up seyle of ryche hewe, 
The wynde owt of the havyn them blewe, 

Ovyr the wanne streme j 
The furste londe that they eye 
Was a cete wyth towryB hye, 

That hyght Jerusalem. 
As glad they were of that ayght, 
As fowly8 he of day lyght. 

And of the aonne leme ; 
When hyt wa§ ebbe and not flode, 
The schypmen and the lady to londe yode 

Into that ryche realme. 

Ovyr alle the cyte wyde and longe, 
Of thya lady worde ther spronge, 
That there on londe was lende ; 
How ache had a lyenas 
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Broght owt of wyldumes ; 

The kynge sftur hnr sende. 
The kynge bad hnr lett for nothTiige, 
And the lyenas with hor biynge, 

To the caBteUe there nere-honde ; 
When that ache before hym come, 
For the emperyce of ryche Borne 

Fulle welle he hor kende. 

The kfuge firajned bur of hur fare. 
And ache hym tolde of moche carSf 

As a wofulle wjght ; 
With hjs qaene he made hor to dwelle. 
And maydenys redy at hur wylle. 

To serve hnr day and nygbt. 
The chylde that was so feyre and &ee. 
The kynge let hyt crystenyd bee, 

Octavyon he hyght ; 
When the chylde was of elde, 
That he cowde ryde and armys welde, 

The kynge dntbyd hym knyght. 

The lyenas that wae so wylde, 
Sche leyyd with the lady mytde, 

Hut comfort was the more ; 
The lady was wyth the quene, 
With myrthe and game them betwene, 

To coyyr hur of hor care. 
Eche oon servyd hur day and nyght. 
To make hur gladd with alle ther myght, 
c 2 
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Tylle hyt bettnr ware. 
In JeruBslem can the lady dwelle, 
And of hur odnr chylde y can yow wile, 

That the ape away bare. 

Now comyth the ape that was wylde, 
Thorow the forest with the chylde. 

Be the holtys hoore ; 
As the ape come over the strete, 
With a knyght can Bche meete. 

That chylde as sche bare. 
There fagfat the knyjt wondur loDge 
With the ape that was so stronge, 

Hys swyrde brake he thare ! 
The ape then awey ranne, 
The knyjt there the chylde wanne, 

And on hys way can he fare. 

Forthe rode the knyjt with the chylde then, 
And yn the foreste he mett owtlawys x., 

That moche were of myght ; 
The knyjt jyt was never ao wo. 
For hys swerde was brokyn yn two. 

That he ne myjt with them fyght. 
Thogh the kny5t were kene and thro, 
The owtlawys wanne tlie chylde hym fro, 

That was so swete a wyght j 
The knyjt was woundyd ho that day, 
Unnethe hys hors bare hym away, 

So delefully was he dyght. 
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The ontlswyB set them on a grene. 

And leyde the lytylle chjlde them betweue ; 

The chylde upon them It^he. ^'i'' 

The mayBtjr owtlawe seyde then, 
" Hyt were grete acbome for hardy men, 

Thys chylde here and we slogbe ; 
I rede we here hyt here beayde, 
To a ryche cyti with grete pryde, mo 

And do we hyt no woghe j 
Hyt ys BO feyre and gentylle bome, 
That we myjt hare therforne 

Golde and aylvyr y-noghe." 

Then ij. of them made them yare, ^vs 

And to the cyte the chylde they bare, 

That was so awete a wyght ; 
Ther wae no man that the chylde Bye, 
But that they wepte with ther eye. 

So feyre hyt was be Byght fi'O 

A burges of Parya came them nere, 
That had be palmer vij. yere, 

Clement the velayn he hygbt : 
" Lordynges," he seyde, " wylle ye thys chylde 

seller 
" Te, who wylle us golde and aylvyr telle, *'« 

Horyns brode and bryght" 

For xL fi. the chylde selle they wolde; 
Clement seyde, " Iionge y may hym holde, 

Or y hym selle may ; 
Y swere yow, lordynges, be my hode, »80 
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- 1 trowe je con fulle lytylle gode, 

Soche wordys for to say. 
Golde and sylrer 7B to me fulle nede, 
XX. H. y wylle 70W bede, 

And make yow red; paye." 
The chjlde they to Clement yolde, 
XX. U. he them tolde, 

And wente forthe on hye way. 

When Clement had the chylde bc^ht, 
A panyer he let be wroght^ 

The chylde ya to lede ; 
A nurse lie gate hym also 
Into Fraunce with hym to gOy 

The chylde for to fede. 
Home he toke the wey fnlle ryght, 
And hoBtyd hym with alle fays myght, 

That was hys beste rede ; 
Bnrgeys of Parys were fulle layne> 
Many wente Clement agayn^ 

A aklavyn was hys wede. 

They callyd Clement and kyasyd hym alle, 
And broght hym home to hys halle ; 

Hya wyfe therof was blythe. 
Scbe askyd hym the ryght dome 
How he to the chylde come ; 

He tolde hur fulle swythe, 
" In Jemsalem there y hym gete, 
For there wolde y hym not lete, 

The sothe y wylle the kythe." 
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The wyfe answeryd, with herte mjlde, ^i" 

" Hyt schalle be myn own chylde," 
And kygayd hyt man; a ejtlie. 

" Dame," sejde Clement, " wbjUe y palmer was, 
Tbys chylde j gate with my flesche 

In the hethen thede i <'"' 

Into thya londe y have hym bn^ht, 
For-why that thon wylt greve the lu^ht, 

Fnlle ryche schalle be thy mede." 
The wyfe answeryd with herte fre, 
" Fulle welcome, eyr, hyt ys to me ; "so 

Fnlle welle y ecballe hym fede. 
And kepe hym with my chylde, 
Tylle that he come of elde, 

And clothe them yn oaa wede." 

Clement than was fulle blythe, o^ 

And let cryeten hym fnlle swythe ; 

Hyt was taryed that nyghL 
In the jeste, as hyt ya totde, 
The ryght name he hym calde, 

Florent be name he hyght ; ««> 

Whan the chylde was yij. yere olde, 
Hyt was feyre, wyse, and bolde. 

The man that redyth aryght : 
Thorow the realme of Frannce wyde and longe 
Of thya chylde the worde apronge, **» 

So feyre he was be syghL 
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Evyr the bnrges and hya wyfe 
Lovyd the chylde aa ther lyfe, 

To them he was fuUe dere ; 
Tylle the chylde was rij. yere olde and more, ' 
The biu^ set hym to lore, 

To be a chaungere. 
Clement toke the chylde oxen two* 
And bad hym to the brygge go, 

To be a bochere, ' 

To leme bye crafte for to do ; 
And hya kynde was nevyr therto, 

Soche games for to lere. 

A a Florent to the brygge can go, 

Dryvyng forthe hys oxen two, ' 

He Bawe a semely syght ; 
A sqayer, as y schalle yow telle, 
A jentylle fawcon bare to eelle, 

Wyth fodnra folden brygfat. 
Florent to the sqnyer yede, ' 

Bothe hys oxen he can hym bede 

For the fawcon lyght j 
The sqnyer therof was fnlle blythe 
For to take the oxen swythe. 

And gave hym the fawcon ryght. ' 

The aqnyer therof was f uUe gladd. 
When he tho oxen taken had. 

And hyed owt of syght; 
And Florent to fle was fnlle fayne, 



n,<jN.«j-, Google 



THE EMPEROR OGTAVIAN. S 

He wende be wolde have had hjs hawk agaTne, ^ 

And raime with alle hys mjjt. 
Home he toke the ryght wa^ 
To Cletuentes howe, ae hjrt lay, 

And yn he went fulle ryght ; 
He fedde the hawke whylle he wolde, ^ 

And sythen he can hys fedure folde, 

As the sqayer had hym teyjt 

Clement came yn fulle sone, 

" Thefe, where haste thoa my oxen done. 

That y the be-gyfte ?" «' 

Grete dele m^ men see thore i 
Clement bete the chylde sore, 

That was so swete a wyghtt 
" With odm- mete ehalt thoa not leve, 
But that thys glede wylle ye yeve^ ^ 

Neythnr day ne nyght." 
As sore beton as the chylde stode, 
jyt he to the f awcon yode, 

Hya fedura for to ryght. 

The chylde thoght wondur there, « 

That Clement bete hym bo sore. 

And m^ely he can pray, 
" Syr," he aeyde, " for Crystys ore, 
liere, and bete me no more, 

But ye wyate welle why. «6 

Wolde ye stonde now and beholde 
How feyre he can hys fedurs folde. 
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And how lovely they lye, 
Te wolde pray Grod with alle your mode, 
That ye had solde haUe your gode, «' 

Soche anodur to bye." 

The borgeys wyfe besyde Btode, 
Sore ache rewyd yu hor mode, 

And aeyde, " Syr, thyn ore ! 
For Mary love, that maydyn mylde, " 

Have mercy on owxo feyre chylde, 

And bete hym no more. 
Let hym be at home and serve ns two, 
And let owre odur sonys go 

Eche day to lore j " 

Soche grace mayGodfor the chylde have wro}t, 
To a bettor man he may be broght, 

Than he a bocher were." 

Aftur alle thys tyme be-felle, 

Clement zl. pownde can telle ^ 

Into a pawtenere ; 
Clement toke hyt chylde Florent, 
And to the brygge he hym eente, 

Hye brothnr hyt to bere. 
As the chylde thorow the eyt6 of Parys yede, * 
He aye where stode a feyre stede, 

Was Btronge yn eche werre ; 
The stede was whyte as any mylke. 
The brydylle reynys were of sylke, 

The molettye gylte they were. ' 
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Florent to the Bt«de can gone. 

So feyre an hors eye he never none 

Made of fleeche and felle ; ' 
Of wordjrs the chylde was wondar bolde, 
And aakyd whednr he schonlde be solde. 

The penyea he wolde hym telle. 
The man hym lovyd for zzz. pownd^ 
£che peny hole and sownde. 

No lesse he wolde hym selle. 
Florent seyde, " To lytulle hyt were, 
But never the leos thou schalt have more." 

xL pownde he can hym telle. 

The merchaund therof was fnlle blythe 
For to take the money swythC) 

And haatyd hym away. 
Chylde Fbrent lepe up to ryde. 
To Clements hows with grete pryde 

He toke the ryght way : 
The chylde soght noon odnr stalls 
Bat eett hys stede yn the halle, 

And gave hym come and haye j 
And sethyn he can hym kembe and dygbl; 
That every heer lay aryght, 

And nevyr oon wronge lay- 
Clement comyth yn folia sone, 
" Thefe," he seyde, " what haste thou done ? 

What haste thou hedur brogbt T' 
" Mercy, (oAmt, for Groddya pete. 
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Witb the money that ye toke me, 

Thya horse have y Ix^ht." 
The buTgea wyfe felle on fcne thore, 
" Syr, mercy," sche seyde, " for Cryatya or^ 

Owre feyre chylde bete ye noght ! 
Te may see, sad ye trndiiretode. 
That he bad never kynde of thy blode, 

That he these werkya hath wroght" 

Aftor thys hyt was not louge. 
In Fraonce felle a werre stronge. 

And c. thonsande were there y-lente ; 
With Bchyldys brode, and helmya bryjt. 
Men that redy were to fyght, 

Thorow owt the londe they went. 
They broke castels stronge and bolde, 
Ther myjt no hye wallye them bolde, 

Ryche townys th^ brentel 
Alle the kyngys, ferre and nere. 
Of odor londys that Crysten were, 
« Aftur were they Beiit«. 

Octavyon, the Emperonr of Rome, 
To Farya sone he come, 

Wyth many a mody knyght ; 
And othur kynges kene with crowne, 
Alle they were to batelle bowne, 

With helmys and hawberkys bryght. 
In Parys a monyth the oost lay, 
' For ihey had takyn a day 
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With the sowdon, moche of myglit. 
Tlie aowdon with hym a gjaunt bro3t. 
The reelme of Fraunce dorste nojt 

Agenste hym to fyght. ^^ 

The Bowdon hod a dc^htur bright, 
Mareabelle that majdjn hyght, 

Sche was bothe fejre and &e ; 
The feyreat thynge alyve that was, 
In Oyatendome or Hethynnes, tm 

And Bemelyest of syght ! 
To the kynge of Frannce the maydyn sende. 
To lye at Moimtmertrous there nere-honde, 

From Parys mylya thre ; 
At Mountmertrons besyde borogh Larajme, ^^ 
That stondyth over the banke of Sayne, 

For aventouTB wolde sche see. 

The kyng of Fraunce the maydyn hyjt, 
Ab he was trewe kyag and knyjt, 

And Bwere hur, be hya fey, '** 

That she most savely come therto, 
Ther Bchnlde no man hnr myedo, 

Neythor be nyght ne day. 
The mayde therof was fuUe blythe, 
To tiie castelle sche went awythe, »» 

And vij. nyghtes there ache layj 
For sche thoghtyoye and pi7de, 
To see the Crystyn knyghtes ryd^ 

On fylde them for to play. 
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The gykimtes name was Aragononr, ^os 

He lovyd that mtijAyn pafamonr, 

That was bo f^re and &ee ; 
And she had levyr drawyn bene, 
Than yn hur chaomber h^ to sene. 

So fowie a wyght was he ! 8ia 

The gTBont came to MonntmertrouB on a day, 
For to comfOTt that f^re may, 

And badd hor blythe bee ; 
He s^de, " Lemman, or y ete mete, ' 
Tlie kynges hed of Fraunce y wylle the gete, ^i* 

For ocme coese of the I" 

Than spake the mayde, mylde of mode. 
To the gyannt tliere he stode, 

And gaf hym answere. 
" The kynges bed, when hyt ys bro3t, 830 

A kysse wylle y wame the noght, 

For lefe to me hyt were !" 
The gyannt armyd hym folle welle, 
Bothe yn yron and yn stele. 

With schylde and wyth apere ; sm 

Hyt was xx. fote and two 
Be-twyx hys hedd and hys too, 

None hors my3t hym bere. 

The gyannt toke the ry5t way 

to the cjU of Paiys, as hyt lay, wo 

With hym went no moo. 
The gyannt leynyd over the wall^ 



n,<jN.«j-, Google 



THB EKPEBOR OOTATIAN. 

And spake to the folkys alle, 

WordyH kene and thro; 
And bad them sende h^m a knjghl. 
To fynde hym hys ^lle of fyght, 

Or the londe he wolde otjt go, 
And he ne wolde leve alyfe 
Man, beate, ch^de, ne wyfe, 

Bnt that he wolde them brenne and alol 

Alle the foike of that cp4 
Ranne that gyaunt for to see. 

At the walle there he atode; 
As farre as they sye hya blee. 
They were fayne for to flee, 

For fere they were nye wode! 
Owt went armyd knyghtes v.. 
They thoght to arentonr ther lyve, 

The gyannt thoght hyt gode ; 
Fulle hastely he had them slayne, 
Ther came never oon qnyk agayne. 

That owt at the yatys yodel 

Chylde Florent aakyd hye fadnr Clement, 
Whodnr alle that people went. 

That to the yatys dud renne ; 
Clement tolde Florent, hys sone, 
" Soche a gyannt to the walle ya come i" 

The chylde harkenyd hym then. 
" Sone, but yf he may fynde a man. 
That he may fyght hya lylle upon. 
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Thya cyti wylle he brenae, 
. And Bj^ben thys londe over gone, 
Qnykk wylle he leve noon 
Alyve that ys ther-ynne," 

" Fadni," he seyde, " sadulle my stede, b«s 

And lende me some dele of yoiir ved^ 

And helpe that y were dyght j 
Tf that hyt be Goddys wyUe, 
I hope to fynde hym hys fylle, 

Thc^li he be stronge and wyght." 870 

Clement seyde, "And thou oon wordemorespeke, 
Thys day y wylle thy hedd breke, 

I swere be Mary br^ht!" 
" For nothynge, fadur, wyile y byde, 
To the gyannt wylle y ryde, 87a 

\ And prove on hym my myghtl" 

For eorowe Clementea berte nye braste, 
When he on Florent hacton caste. 

The chylde wag bolde and keiie ; 
An hawberke above let he falle, eso 

BowBty were the naylys alle, 

And hye atyre bedeene. 
Clement broght forthe schylde and spere, 
That were uncomely for to were, 

AUe Butty, blakk, and imclene ; SSf 

A Bwyrde he broght the chylde befome, 
That vij, yere afore was not borne, 

Ne drawe, and Umt was seeue. 
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Clement the swyrde drawe owt woWe, 

Gladwyn hys wjfe schoulde the acabard holde, ^^ 

And bothe faate they drowe j 
When the Bwjrde owt glente, 
Bothe to the ertbe they wente, 

There was game y-nowe! 
Clement felle to a henche so faate, ^<> 

That mowth and nose alle to-braste, 

And Floreat stode and loghe. 
Hyt ys gode bowrde to telle, 
How they to the erthe felle, 

And Clement lay jn sw<^he! •** 

Chjlde Florent yn hys on-fayre wede, 
When he wae armyd on a atede, 

Hya Bwyrde y-drawyn he bare ,■ 
Hya ventayle and hys basenett, 
Hys helme on hys hedd aett, Boa 

Bothe rowsty they were. 
Bothe Clement and hys wyfe 
Ijovyd the chylde as ther lyfe. 

For hym they wept fulle sore ! 
To Jhesu Cryste faate can they bede *'" 

To seUde hym grace weUe to spede; 

They myght do no more. 

For hys atyre that was so bryght, 
Hym behelde bothe kynge and kny3t. 

And moche wondni thoght ; sib 

Many a skorne there he hent, 
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As lie thorow the cyte went, 

But therof roght be noght. 
The people to the wbIIjs can go 
To see the batdle betwene them two, 

When they were togednr broght ; 
Clement, bys fadnr, wo was he 
Tylle be wyate wbych scbulde mays^ be ; 

Gladd was be nt^bt. 

The cbylde came to the yatys aone. 
And bad the portar them on-done. 

And opyn them ftUle wyde. 
Alle that abowt the chylde stode, 
Lagbed bb they were wode, 

And skornyd bym that lyde. 
Every man aeyde to hys fere, 
'^Here comyth an hardy bacbelere, 

Hym beeemyth welle to ryde ; 
Men may see be hys breme brygbt, 
That be ys an hardy knyght 

The gyaunt to abyde !" 

The gyaunt upiygbt can stonde, 
And toke hys burdon yn hys hcmde, 

Of stele that was un-ryde ; 
To the cbylde smote be so, 
That the chyldes ehylde brake yn two. 

And felle on every syde. 
The cbylde was never jyt so wo, 
That hys schylde was brokyn yn two. 
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Hore he thoght to byde ; 
To the gyaunt he smote so sore, 
That hys ry5t arme flye of thore, 

The blode stremyd wyde. 

Clement on the wallys Btode, 
Fnlle blythe was he yn hys mode, 

And mende can hys chere : 
" Sone, for that y have aeene 
Thy noble stroke that ys so keae, 

To me art thou fulle dere ; 
Now me thynkyth yn mj mode. 
Thou haste welle be-sett my gode, 

Soche playes for to lere. 
Jhesu that syttyth yn Trynyt^, 
Blesse the fadur that gate the. 

And the modnr that the dad here !" 

Chylde Florent, yn hys feyre wede, 
Sprange owt as sporkylle on glede, 

The sothe y wylle yow say i 
He rode forthe wyth egnr mode 
To the gyaunt there he atode. 

There was no chyldya playl 
The gyaunt to the chylde amote so, 
That hys hors and he to grounde dud go, 

The stede on kneys lay ; 
Clement cryed wyth egur mode, 
" Sone, be now of comfort gode, 

And venge the, yf thou may." 

d2 
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As fffyOe as the chjdde farde, 
Wben he Clementee Bpeche harde, 

Hje harte b^anne to bolde ; 
Bolddy h^B swyrde he lawgbt, 
To the gyaunt Boche a Btrok lie raght, 

That alle I178 blode can colde. 
He hjtt the gyaunt on the schouldur boone, 
That to the pappe the ewyrde ranne, 

To gTonnde can he folde I 
Thus hyt was, thorow Goddye grace, 
The gjraunt awownyd yn that place. 

In geste as hyt ys tolde. 

The kyngys on the wallya atode. 
Whan the gyannt to grounde yode, 

Alle gladd they were ; 
Alle the people at the chylde loghe, 
How he the gyauntes helme of drogh^ 

And hye hedd he amote of there. 
The chylde lepe upon hya stede, 
And rode awey a gode apede, 

Wyth them spake he do more. 
The chylde toke the ryght way 
To Moustmertroua, there the mayde lay. 

And the hedd with hym he bare. 

When he came to the maydyns balle. 
He fonde the boordys covyrde alle, 
And redy to go to mete ; 
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The maydjm that was so mylde of modet '*•** 
In a kyrtoUe there sche stode, 

And bowne sche waa to sete. 
" Damyaelle," he aeyde, " feyre and free, 
Welle gretyth thy lemman the, 

Of that he the he-hate ; "><« 

Here an hedd y have the hroght, 
The kyngys of Fraunce ys hyt noght, 

Hyt ys evylle to gete." 

The byrde bryght as golde bye, 

When sche the gyanntes hedd eye, i"'" 

Welle Bche hyt kende. 
" Me thynkyth he was trewe of hete, 
The kynges when he myght not gete, 

Hysown that he me sende." 
" Damyselle," he seyde, " feyre and bryght, '"is 
Now.wylle y have that thoa hym hyght," 

And ovyr hys sadulle he leynyd ; 
Ofte sythys he kyste that may, 
And hente hixr up and rode away, 

That alle the brygge can bendel ic-K* 

dye and noyse rose yn the towne, 
Sone ther was to batelle bowne 

Many an hardy knyght, 
With sperys longe and schyldys browne j 
Florent let the maydyn odowne, 103< 

And made hym bowne to fyght. 
Hur skarlet sieve he achare of then, 
He seyde, " Lady, be thys ye shalle me ken, 
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Wten ye me Bee by syght" 
Soche love waxe betwene them two. 
That the lady wepte for wo, 

Whea he ne wynne hur myght. 

Chylde Florent yn on-feyre wede 
SproDge owt fta sparkylle oa glede, 

The sothe for to aay : 
Many hethen men that stownde, 
In dede he bn^ht to the grounde, 

There was no chyldya play. 
When Florent beganne to fownde, 
Wythowt any weme of wownde. 

To Parya he toke the way ; 
The hethyn men were bo for-dredd, 
To Cleremount with the mayde they fledd, 

There the Sowdon lay. 

In hur fadur pavylon, 

There they let the maydyn downe, 

And sche knelyd on knee ; 
The Sowdon was fulle blythe, 
To hya doghtur he went swythe, 

And kyasyd hur sythys thre. 
He set hur downe on a deyse, 
Eychely, wythowt leea, 

Wyth grete Bolempnyte : 
Sche tolde hur fadur and wolde not layne, 
How Ar^anour, the gyaunt, was elayne ; 

A Bory man was he I 
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" Leve fadur," scte seyde, " thyn ore, 
At Mountmertrous let me be no more, 

So nere the Crysten to bene ; 
Iq soche aventure y was to day, 
That a rybawde had me borne away, 

For alle my koyghtys kene; 
Ther was no mm yn faethys londe 
Myght sytte a dynte of bys bonde, 

The traytur was so preme. 
As oftyn as y on hym thenke, 
Y may nodur ete nor drynke. 

So fuUe y am of tene." 

When the Sowdon thes tytbynges herde, 
He bote hys lyppys and schoke hys berde, 

That hodyas hyt was to see ; 
He swere be egur coimtynawns, 
That hange he wolde the kyng of Fr&unce, 

And brenne alle Crystyant^ ! 
" I schalle neythur lere on lyre 
Man ne beste, chylde ne wyve, 

Wyth eyen that y may see ! 
Doghtur, go to chaumbur swythe, 
And loke thou make the glad and blytbe, 

Avengyd schalt thou be!" 

Fulle rychely was the chaumbur spradd, 
Therto was the maydya ladd 

Wyth maydenys that sche bn^ht ; 
On Bofte seges was sche sett, 
Sche myght nodur drynke ne ete, 
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So moche on bym sche thoglit ; 
Odur whyle on hys feyre chere, 
And of the colour of liya lere, 

Sche myght for-gete hym noght. 
Stylle sche Bcyde, wyth herte sore, 
" AUas! with my lenunan that y ne were, 

Where he wolde me have broght!" 

On hur bedd aa ache lay, 
To hur sche callyd a may 

Fu]le preyely and atjlle ; 
The maydyn hyght Olyvan, 
The kyngye doghtur of Sodam, 

That moost wyste of hur wylle. 
Sche seyde, " Olyvan, now yn prevyt^. 
My councelle wylle y schewe the, 

That grevyth me fulle ylle ; 
On a chylde ys alle my thoght, 
That me to Farys wolde have brojt, 

And y ne may come hym tylle." 

Olyvan answeryd hur tho, 

" Sethjm, lady, ye wylle do so, 

Drede ye no wyght ; 
I schalle yow helpe bothe nyght and day, 
Lady, alle that evyr y may, 

That he yow wynne myght. 
jyt may socLe aventour be, 
I^ady, that ye may hym see 

Or thys fourtenyght ; 
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At Moantmertrotis y wolde ye were, 
The sothe of hym there shnlde ye here, ' " * 

Be he aqnyer or knyght." 

The cryeten men were fnUe blythe, 
When they Bye Florent on lyre, 

They wende he had be lome j 
The chylde was set with honour '•** 

Betwyx the kyng of Frannce aod the Emperour, 

Sothe wythowten lees. 
The Emperour the chylde can beholde, 
He was bo curtea and so bolde, 

Bnt he ne wyste what he was } "^ 

The emperoor thoght ever ja hys mode. 
The chylde was comyn of gentylle blode, 

He thc^ht ryght as hyt woa. 

When the folke had alle eton, 

Clement had not alle forgeton, DSo 

HyB puree he openyd thore. 
XXX. florens forthe caate he, 
" Have here for my Bone and me, 

I may pay for no more." 
Clement was bo curtes and wyse, "** 

He wende hyt had ben merchandyse, 

The pryde that he Bawe thore ! 
At Clement logh the kyngys alle, 
So dud the knyghtys yn that halle, 

And chylde Florent schamyd Bore. ^^ 
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Tbe Emperour tlian epekyth he 
To Florent, that waa feyre and fre, 

Wordya wondur stylle. 
" Yonge knyght, y pray the, 
Tb be thy fadnr ? telle thou me." 

The chylde anaweiyd ther-tylle, 
" Syr, love y had never hym to, 
As y achulde to my fadur do, 

In herte ne yn wylle ; 
Of alle the men that evyr y Bye, 
Mooat yevyth my herte to yow trewly, 

Syr, take hyt not yn ylle." 

The Emperour let calle Clement there, 
He hym sett hym fuUe nere 

On the hygh deyse ; 
He bad hym telle the lyght dome 
How he to the chylde come. 

The Bothe wythowten lees. 
" Syr, thys chylde waa take yn a foreat 
From a lady wyth a wylde beeat. 

In a grete wyldiirnea ; 
And y hym hoght for xx. pownde, 
Eche peny hole and sownde. 

And aeyde my eone he was." 

The emperour than was fuUe blythe 
Of that tythynge for that lythe. 
And thankyd God Almyght t 
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The emperour felle on kne fulle awythe, 
And kyste the chylde an c. sjthe, 

And worscliyppyd God fulle ryght ! ^ 

Welle lie wyste withowt lees, 
That he hys onn sone was, 

AUe gamyd kyng and knyghb 
Tho chyldys name was chaungyd nith dome, 
And callyd hym Syr Florent of Rome, ' 

As hyt was gode ryght. 

The emperom- was hlythe of chere> 
The terys traylyd downe on hys lere. 

He made fuLle grete care. 
• " Alias," ho seyde, " my feyre wyfe, ■ 

The beste lady that ever bare lyfe, 

Schalle y har see no more ? 
Me were levyr then alle the golde 
That ever was upon molde. 

And sehe alyve wore." 
The emperour gave Clement townya fele. 
To leve yn ryches and yn wele 
I-nowe for eTyrmore. 
/ 
On a nyght^ as the chylde yn bedd lay, 
He thoght on hys feyre may, 

MekyUe was he yn care I 
The chylde had nodur reste ne ro. 
For thoght how he myst come hur to. 

And what hym beste ware ; 
The chylde thoght for the maydyns sake 
A message that he wolde make, 
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And to the sowdon fare. 
On the mome he sadulde h^s etede. 
And armyd hfm ja rjche wede, 

A brannche of olefe he hare. i*"" 

Hyt was of measeogeiys the lawe, 
A brannche of olefe for to have, 

And yn ther hondeto here; 
For the ordynAnnce was bo, . 
MeBsengerys scholde savel; come and go, '^^ 

And no man do them dere. 
The chylde toke the ryght way 
To Cleremount, as hyt lay, 

Wyth hym hys grete heero; 
At the halle dore he reynyd hys stede, ^^"^ 

And on bys fete yn be yede, 

A messengere as he were. 

Than spake the chylde with hardy mode, 
Before the sowdon there he atode. 

As a man of moche myght. I^i^ 

" The kynge of Fraunce me hedur sende, 
And byddyth the owt of hys londe thou wynd, 

Thon wOTTyst ageyn the ryght I 
Or he wylle brynge ^en8t« the 
xxz. thoueande tolde be thre, 1320 

With hehnys and hawberkys bryght j 
Eche knyjt schalle xxx. sqayers have, 
And every squyer a fote knave 

Worthe an hethyn knyght" 



n,gN.«ji-v Google 



THE BHPEROB OCTATIAN. 

Than began tlie sowdon to epeke, 
There he sate at hjs ryche mete, 

Amooge hys knygh^ kene. 
" The kyng of Fraunce shalle welcome be, 
Ageuste oon he schalle hare thre, 

I wot, wythowten wene, 
That also fayne are of fyght 
As fowle of day aftar nyght. 

To schewe ther schyldys schenet 
To prove to mome be my lay, 
I wylle never aet lenger day. 

Than schalle the sothe be seoe." 

Than spekyth the mayde with mylde mode 
To feyre Florent there he etode, 

That was ho swete a wyght. 
" Messengere, y wolde the frayne, 
Whedur he be knyght or awayne, 

That ys bo moche of myght. 
That hath my fadura gyaunt slayne, 
And ravyschyd me fro hor<^h Larayne, 

And slewe there many a knyght." 
Thogh sche movyd hym to ylle, 
5yt were hyt myknlle yn hnr wylle 

To have of hym a syght. 

" Lady," he seyde, " nodnr lease nor more. 
Than yf hyt myselfe wore, 

Syth thou wylt of me frayne ; 
Thou achalt me knowe yn alle the heere. 
Thy sieve y wyUe bere on my spere 
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la the batelle playne." 
AUe they wyste ther by than, 
That he was the Bame man, 

That had the gyannt slayne. 
Withowt ony odur worde, 
Alle they start fro Hie borde, 

With Bwyxdys and knyvys drawyn I 

Florent sawe none odur bote. 
But that he muBte fyght on fote 

Agenste the Sargyna alle. 
And evyr he hyt them amonge, 
Where he sawe the thykest thronge, 

Fulle fele dud he them falle! 
Some be the armys he uome, 
That alle the schouldur with hym come, 

The prowdyst yn the halle ; 
And some Boche bofet^B he lente. 
That the hedd fro the body vent«. 

As hyt were a ballel 

Whan hys ewyrde was y-hr(iyn, 
A SarByns legge hath he lokyo, 

Therwyth he can hym were ( 
To the groimde he dud to go, 
vij. shore and some dele moo, 

That hethyn knyghtya were. 
The chylde made hym wey fulle gode. 
To hys stede there he stode, 

Tho myght hym no man dere. 
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The chylde ttAe the ryght way 

To the cyte of Paryg, as hyt lay, 

Thorow owt alle the heere. 

The Crysten men were fuUe hlythe, 
When they sye Florent come alyve, 

They wende he hmte had bene. 
When he come nye the cyte, 
Agenste hym rode kyngye thre, 

And theeraperour rode them betwene. 
The fol^e presyd hym to see, 
Every man cryed, " Whych ys he ?" 

As they hym nevyr had sene. 
To the pales was he ladd, 
And tolde them how he was be-stadd 

AmoDge the Sarsyns kene. 

" Lordyngys, loke that ye ben yare, 
To the bateUe for that fare. 

And redy for to lyde ; 
To mome byt rauste nede be sene, 
Whych ys hardy man and kene, 

We may no lenger byde." 
The folke seyde they were biythe 
To wynde to the bat«lle swythe, 

In herte ys noght to hyde. 
A ryche clothe on borde was spradde, 
To mate the chylde blythe and gladd, 

A kynge on aythur syde. 
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On the mome when hyt was day lyght, 

The foike can them to batelle dyght, '^'o 

Alle that wepyn myght wdde. 
There men myght aee many a knyght^ 
Wyth helmya and with hawberkys bryght, 

Wyth aperya and wyth schylde ; 
Wyth tmmpya and with moche pryde, 13'B 

Boldely owt of the borowe thay ryde 

Into a brode fylde. 
The downe was bothe longe and brode, 
There bothe partyes odur abode. 

And eyther on odur behelde. is^ 

Maraabelle, the maydyn fre, 
Was broght the batelle for to aee, 

To Mountmertrona ovyr Seyn. 
Florent hur sieve bare on hys spere, 
In the batelle he wolde hyt were, isu 

And rode forthe yn the playne. 
For that men achulde see by than. 
That he waa that ylke man, 

That had the gyaant slayne ; 
And alao for the maydyn free, is*o 

That ache achulde hya dede see, 

Therof ache was fayne. 

That whyle was moche aorowe yn lyjt, 
When the batelle began to smyte, 

Wyth many a grevys woandet iss* 

Fro the morne that day waa lyght, 
Tylle hyt was evyn derke nyght. 
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Or eythur party wolde fownde, 
Florent can ever among them ryde, 
And made there many a sore ayde, 

That afore were aofte and sownde. 
So tnoche people to dethe yode, 
That the atedys dnd wade yn hlode, 

That stremyd on the grounde! 

There men myght see helmys bare, 
Hedys, that fnlle feyre ware, 

Lay to grounde lyght. 
The Crystjn party become so than, 
That the fylde they roy3t not wynne, 

Alle arewyd hyt, kynge and knyght. 
Florent smote wyth herte gode, 
Thorow helme ynto the hed hyt wode, 

So inoehe he was of myghtl 
Thorow Grodya grace and Florent there, 
The Ciysten men the bettnr were 

That day yn the fyght . 

The parses were y-drawe away. 
And takyn was anodnr day. 

That the batelle schulde bee. 
Florent rode toward borough Larayn, 
Be the watur banke of Seyne, 

Moo Bventars for to see. 
The maydyn, whyte aa lylly flowre. 
Lay yn a corner of hur towre. 

That was ferly, feyre, and free ; 
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Florent sche eye on fylde tare, 
Be the aleve that he hare 
Sche knewe that hyt was he. 

Then spekyth the mayde, with mjlde mode, 
To Olyvan, that be hur stode, 

And knewe hur prevyte ; 
" Olyvan, how were beate to do, 
A worde that j myjt speke hym to ? 

I-wysse then wele were me." 
Sche seyde, " Lady, we two ' 

Allone wylle be the rever go, 

There ae he may yow see. 
Yf he yow love with herte gode, 
He wyUe not let for the flode, 

For a fnlle gode stede hath he." 

Forthe went the maydyna two, 
Be the rever syde can they goo, 

Them-selfe allone that tyde. 
When Florent sawo that swete wyght. 
He sprange as fowle dothe yn flyght. 

No lenger wolde he byde ; 
The stede was ao wondar gode, 
He bare the chylde ovyr the flode, 

Hym-selfe welle oowde ryde. 
Grete yoye hyt was to see them meete ' 

With clyppyng and with kyssyng swete. 

In herte ys not [to] hyde. 

" Lady," he seyde, " welle ya me, 
A worde that y may speke with the, 
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So bryght tbon art of hewe ! 
In alle thys worlde 78 noon so fre, 
Why DC wylle ye cryatenyd be, 

And eyth of lierte be trewe V 
Sche Beyde, " Tf that ye myght me wynne, 
I wolde forsake alle hethyn kynne, 

As thogh y them iieTyr knewe. 
And ayth ye wolde me wedde to wyfe, 
I wolde leva yn Crysten lyfe, 

My yoye were evyr newe." 

" Lady," he seyde, " wythowt fayle. 
How were beste yowre counsayle. 

That y yow wynne myght ?" 
" Certys, ye never wynne me may, 
But hyt were on that ylke day, 

That ye hare take to fyght, 
That ye wolde sende be the flode, 
Wyth men that crafly were and gode, 

A schyppe that welle were dyght. 
Whylle that men are at that dere dede. 
That whyle myjt men me awey lede 

To yowre cjt6 ryght. 

" My fadur hath a noble stede, 

In the worlde ys noon so gode at nede 

In tumament ne yn fyght ; 
Yn hys hedd he hath an home 
Schapon as an nnycorne. 

That selkowth ys be ayght. 
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Syr, yf that ye hym myght wynne, 
There were no man yn hethyn kynne 

That hym wythstonde myght !" ^* 

Florent kyste that feyre maye, 
And seyde, " Lady, have gode day, 

Holde that ye have hyght !" 

Florent ynto the sadulle nome, 

And ovyr the rever soon he come, '* 

To Parys he toke the way. 
He ne Btynt ne he ne blanne, 
To Clementes howa tylle that he came, 

Hys Bventurs to Bay ; 
He tolde hym of the noble atede, ' ' 

That gode was at every nede. 

And of that feyre maye. 
" Sone," aeyde Clement, " be doghty of dede. 
And, certea, thon schalt have that stede 

To-mome, yf that y may." '* 

On the mome, when hyt waa day lyjt, 
Clement can hymselfe dyght 

As an on-frely feere. 
He dud hym ynto the hethen ooste, 
There the prees was althermoost, >* 

A Sarsyn as thogh he were. 
To the pavylowne he can hym wynne, 
There the sowdon hjmiselfe lay ynne, 

And brevely can he here. 
Fulle welle he cowde ther apeche apeke, '^ 

And aekyd them some of ther mete, 

The aowdon can hym here. 
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Crete dole the sowdon of hym tboght. 
And soon he was before hjm hroght, 

And wyth hjm can he speke ; 
He Beyde he was a Sarsyn stronge, 
That yn hya oost had be longe, 

And had defawte of mete. 
" Lorde, ther ys noon hethyn lede, 
That 80 welle cowde kepe a ryche atede, 

Or othur horsys fiiUe grete." 
The sowdon seyde that ylke tyde, 
Tf thou can a atede welle ryde, 

Wyth me thon schalt be lete." 

They horsyd Clement on a. stede, 
He sprang owt as sperkulle on glede, 

Into a feyre fylde. 
Alle that stodyn on ylke syde 
Had yoye to see hym ryde, 

Before the sowdon they tolde. 
When he had redyn courays iy., 
That alle had yoye that can hym see. 

The sowdon hym be-helde. 
Downe he lyght fnlle soon, 
And on a bettor was he done, 

Fnlle feyre he can hym welde. 

Crete yoye the sowdon of hym thojt, 
And bad hys feyre fitede forthe be bro]t> 

And Clement shalle hym ryde. 
When Clement was on that stede. 
He rode a-way a fnlle gode spede. 
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No lenger wolde he byde. 
When he was redy forthe to fou[nde], 
" Be-leve there," he seyde, " ye hethea h[ounde]. 

For ye have lome yowre pryde." "^ 

Clement toke the ryght way 
Into Parya, as hyt lay, 

Fulle hlythe was he that tyde ! 

" Florent, Bone, where art thou ? 

That y the hyght, y have hyt [now], ""O 

I have broght thy etede I" 
Florent blythe was that day. 
And ieyde, " Fadur, yf y leve may, 

I wylle the qnyte thy mede. 
But to the emperour of Rome HOs 

Therwith y wylle hym present eone, 

To the palea ye aehalle hyra lede j 
For evyr me thynkyth yn my mode, 
That y am of hya own blode, 

Yf hyt 80 poverly myght aprede." !**> 

To the palea the stede was ladde. 
And alle the kyngya were fulle gladd 

Theron for to see. 
The emperour before hym atode, 
Eavyschyd herte and blode, '*"* 

So wondor feyre was he. 
Then spekyth the chylde of honour 
,j^o hya lorde the emperour, 

" Syr, thys atede geve y the." 
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Alle tbat abowte the cbylde etode, 
S^de he was of gentuUe blode, 
Hyt myght noon odur be. 

AftoT tbys the day was nomyn, 
Th&t the bateQe on sdinlde comyn 

Agenste the Sarsyns to fygbt ; 
Wyth tnimpTS and with moche pryde, 
Boldely owt of the borog;h they ryde. 

As men moche of mygbt ! 
Florent th(%ht on the feyre maye, 
To batelle wente he not that day, 

A schyppe be bath hym dyght ; 
Fro Mountmertroiu there the lady lay, 
To Parys be bright bar away, 

Ne wyste hyt kynge ne knyght. 

That whyle was moche sorowe yn fy5t, 
When the batelle began to smyght 

With many a grymme gare ; 
Fro mome that hyt was day lyght, 
Tylle hyt was evyn dei^e nyght, 

Wyth woundys wondtir sore. 
For-why that Florent was not there, 
The bethyn men the bettnr were. 

The bateUe Tenquyscht they thore. 
Or Florent to the felde was comyn, 
Emperonr and kynge were y-nomyn. 

And alle that Grysten were. 
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FloreDt was of herte eo gode, 

He rode tliorow Ihem [as] he was wode, 

As wyght as he wolde wede, 
Ther was no Sorayn bo moche of m&ya, ^'^ 

That my3t hym stonde with strenkyth agayn, 

lyile th^ had slayne hya stede j 
Of Florent there was dele y-now, 
How they hys bora undur hym slowe. 

And he to grounde yede. l' 

Florent was take yn that fyght, 
Bothe Emperour, kynge, and knyght, 

Woundyd they can them lede. 

The Sarsyns buakyd them with pryde, 

Into ther own londys to ryde, '*' 

They wolde no lenger dwelle. 
Takyn they had syr Florawns, 
The Emperour and the kyng of Fraunce, 

Wyth woandys wondur fele. 
Othnr Crystyn kyngys moo, l*^ 

Dewkys, oriye, and barons siao, 

That arate were bolde and swelle ; 
And ladd them with yron stronge, 
Hnr fete undur the hors wombe, 

Grete dele hyt ys to telle ! '*' 

Wyde the words aprange of thya chawnce, 
How the Sowdon was yu Fraunce 

To warre agenste the ryght ; 
In Jerusalem, men can byt here, 
How the Emperour of Rome was there ***' 
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Wyth many an hardy knjght. 
Than spekyth Octavyon the 5yng, 
Fulle feyre to hya lorde the kyng, 

As chylde of moche mygbt; 
" Lorde, yf hyt were yowre wylle, 
I wolde wynde my fadur tylle, 

And helpe hym yn that fyght." 

Than spekyth the kyng of moche myjt, 
Fulle fayre unto that yong knyght. 

Sore hya herte can blede. 
" Sone, thou achalt take my knyghtes fele, 
Of my londe that thou wylle wele, 

That Btyffe are on stede, 
Into Frannee with the to ryde, 
Wyth hoTB and armys be thy ayde. 

To helpe the at nede; 
When thou some doghtynea haste done, 
Then may thou ehewe thyn errande soone. 

The bettur may thou spede." 

He bad hys modur make bur yare. 
Into Fraimce with hym to fare. 

He wolde no lenger byde. 
Wyth bur ahe ladd the lyenaa 
That ache brojt owt of wyldumea, 

Rennyng be bur ayde; 
There men mygbt eee many a knyght. 
With helmya and with hawberkya bryght, 

Fortbe yn-to the stretc. 
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Forthe tliey went on a day, 
The hethyn ooste on the way 
Alle they can them meete. 

By the baners that they bare, 
They knewe that they hethyn war^ 

And Btylle they can ahyde. 
They dy5t them with bremuB bryght, 
And made them redy for to fyjt, 

Ageyn them can they lyde: 
They hewe the flesche tro the bone, 
Soche me^^ng was never none, 

Wyth acxmr on ylke sydet 
Octavyon, the yong knyght, 
Thorow the grace of Grod Almyght^ 

Fnlle faste he fellyd ther pryde. 

The lyenas that was 8o wyght. 
When ehe sawe the yong knyght 

Into the batelle fownde, 
Sche folowed hym with alle hur my5l, 
And faste fellyd the folke yn fyjt. 

Many sche made on-Bownde! 
Grrete stedys downe sche drowe, 
And many hetheo men sche slowe 

Wyth-ynne a lytulle stowndel 
Thorow God, that ys of myjtes gode, 
The Crysten men the bettur atode, 

The hethyn were brojt to grownde ! 
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The Cryeten pryBonera were fnlle fayne, 
Wten the Sarsyne were y-alayne, 

And cryed, " Lorde, thyn ore," 
He ne stynt ne he ne blanne, 
To the prysonera tylte that he wann^ 

To wete what they were. 
The Emperour, wythowt lees, 
That hys own fadur was, 

Bowndon fownde he there; 
The kyng of Frounce and odor moo, 
Dewkys, erlys and barons also. 

Were woundyd wondnr acre. 

Hys fadur was the furate man 
That he of bondys to lowse began, 

Te wete, wythowten leee j 
And he lowsyd hys brodnr Floraunce 
Or he dud tiie kynge of Frannce, 

jyt he wyste not what he was, 
Be that hys men were to hym comyn, 
Soon they were iro yrons nomyn, 

The pryncys prowde yn prees. 
Wlian he had done that noble dede, 
The bettur he oght for to spede, 

To make hya modnr pees, 

A ryche cyte was besyde, 
Boldely thedur can they ryde 

To a castclle swydie ; 
Eyche metys were there y-dyght 
Kynges, dewkys, erlys, and knyght. 
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ALe were gladd and blythe : i**" 

Byth came OctaTyon that yODg with honour, 
And knelyd before the emperour, 

Hya errande for to kythe; 
That ylke tale that he tolde, 
Ryche and pore, 3rong and olde, '*'>' 

Glad they were to lythe. 

He8eyde,"Lord^yn alle thy slondey have the soght 
My modur have y with me broght, 

I come to make hur pees ; 
For a leayng that waa Htronge, i**" 

Sche was exylyd owt of yowre londe, 

I prove that hyt was leea !" 
The emperour was nevyr bo blythe, 
He kyssyd that yong knyght swythe. 

And for hya aone hym cheea ; i*** 

For yoye that he hys wyfe can see, 
vij. sythys awownyd he 

Before the hye deysel 

Feyre Florent waa fulle blythe 

Of thes tydyngyB for to lythe, 1870 

And hya modur to see. 
Than spekyth the lady qf honowre 
To hur lorde the emperour, 

Wordya of grete pyte, 
" IJorde, yn alle the Borow that me was wroght, w^* 
Thyn own Bone have y with me broght. 

And kepyd hym wyth me. 
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Thjn odur 9one yn a foreste 
Was tekja with a wylde beste. 

That waa ferly, feyre^ and fre. 
I wot hyt ya Crodya grace, 
I knowe hym be hya fece, 

Hyt ye that yong hoyght by thel" 

There was moche yoye and game, 
Wyth clyppyng and with kyesyng some, 

Into a chaumbur they yode> 
Grete yoye there was idso, 
The metfng of the brethura two. 

That doghty were yn dede. 
A ryche feste the emperour made there 
Of kynges that were farre and nere, 

Of many londys thede. 
The tale who so redyth ryght^ 
The feste lastyd a fonrtenyght 

In jeste as we rede. 

Uarsabelle, that feyre maye, 
Waa aftnr sente, the sothe to say, 

Fro Parye there ache was : 
Cryetenyd sche was on a Sonday, 
Wyth yoye and myrthe, and moche play j 

Florcnt to wyfe hur chees. 
Soche a brydale ther was there, 
A ryaller ther was never noon here. 

Ye wot wlthowten leea. 
florent hymselfe can hor wedd, 
And ynto Borne sche was ledd 

With piynoys prowde yn prees. 
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Than hyt befelle on a da;, 
The emperour began to say. 

And tolde the lordes how hyt wae, " 

The Tjche kyngea gave jugemeut, 
' The Emperours modur schulde be brent 

In a tonne of brasse. 
As swythe as ache therof harde telle, 
Swownyng ya hur chaumhur she felle, " 

Hnr heere of can sche race ; 
For Bchame sche achulde be provyd false, 
Sche schare a-to hor own baiae 

Wyth an analaese ! 

Therat alle the kynges loghe, IT 

What wondur was thowe ther were no swoghe? 

They toke ther leve that tyde ; 
With trumpys and with mery eonge, 
Eche oon went to hys own londe, 

With yoye and with grete pryde. ■' 

With game and with grete honowre 
To Borne went the emperour, 

Hya wyfe and hys sonya be hya ayde. 
Jheau Lorde, hevyn kyng^ 
Graunt us alle thy blesayng, i' 

And yn hevyn to abyde I 
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Ijne 10. — Ynbokj/i o/ryme.] TbelJDColn MS.Tetuls,"Iii 
the bukM of Home," meaning books in the Romance oi An- 
glo-Nonnan langua^. 

L. 22. — Oetaiyaa.'] Instead of thia and the neit two lines, 
the Lincoln HS. has, — 

" OcUTf oua wu hii name Ihn^iecnrlB, 
Evnylka mua hoda of hyiD dowte 
Whenna ha wu auoBio ana Btade." 
L. 4fi.— ynw.] A misprint fot ynu. The tincoln MS. 
has, " Thaire landis to rewle one lyghte." 

L. 69.~-I>yikevtr.'] Po«wbly some of the earlier MSS. maj 
hare read dt/ikere. In the Eile of ToIodb, 636, Ritson unne- 
cesaanlf altered dt/ikevere in the MS. to dj/tkerv, but numerous 
InBtances might be adduced to prove that the first form ma; 
be the right one. When Sir F. Madden dtes the last instance 
in support of the form kere, be seems to have overlooked Rlt- 
son's list of corrections, Met Rom. iii. 223. The lincoln 
MS. here reads, " Opyne lanr berte unto me here.* 
L. 06.— And here.] The Lincoln MS. reads^- 

" For Uj WB ulle hythoi finrad*." 
L.72.— Fsfepe.] The Lincoln MS. reads,— 
" 1 tlepfl bot litmla itownda." 

L. 63 With rhyldren twoo.'] The whole of this introdnc- 

toiy slot; is wanting in the verdon printed bj Weber from 
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the Cottonian MS. It is tbere related that after Oclaviut 
had been emperor five ^eara, he married the daughter of the 
Uni; of France, and ";n the ferst yere," his lady gave birth to 
twin sons "as whjtte as swan." The lincoln 'MS. reads 
*' knare childire." The Hatlon MS. in these partjculars 
nearly agrees n>ith Weber's version. 

L. 116. — A coltyt knave.'\ The boy who turned the spit, a 
turn-broach lile Jack Hare. See Reliq. Antiq. i. 13, aod 
Lydgate's Minor Poems, p. 52. Octavyan credited his wife's 
dishonour more reudily than Schahriar, and yet her presumed 
lover was hardly of as respectable a class in society aa the 
queen's friends, the blacks. 

L. 1 18.— il lOTowe to fA«.] The Lincoln MS. reads, 

" A aorows than to luB h«l8 gSM goa, 
Ttut wordb moghle he ftka no iDOO." 
L. 132.— Or iche Ktre delyvyrd thare.'] After thia line, the 
Lincoln MS. has the following ones ; — 

" Thin uid that lady to Ibot bnan, 
Hje the bate thi golds to htit ; 

Thou aoh&lla be rewaide thii nyghte." 
L. 139. — Haityly uxu the knave uncladd,'] The Lincoln 
MS. reads :— 

" Whtitte tbi late end whatt for dreds, 
Into the Udfet beedd he jede; 
Ho d;d b19 Mho hyme bsdd.' 
L. 161.— When he tame that iifskt.'] The lincoln MS. 
reads,- 

" JBot whenne the empenrure siwe that tyghte, 
For hotowe no worde apeke he oe mjghtA, 

For ho vexo nerbande wode ! 
A gchaipe haielarde owie he dn^be, 
That ^llea knave (here he alo^M ! 
AUo iru by.blede wilh Uode !~ 
L. 109.— Thai um to swete a tvygkl.} The Lincoln MS. 
feads, " Scho was a wofolle wyghte." 
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L, 171 . — The Uuie vat kvr wire.] [nstead of thij «id the 
following lines, the Lincoln MS. reads, — 

"And Mho lygbede fulleBre. 
The Hnperonra (o Ilia kuTs Tenia, 
The hade up bj lbs hna ha hnta, 

And CMta it tills hii diara. 
The lad]' bljachede op fai tha bedds, 
Scho Hw Oh clolbM all* bj-blade, 

Fulle mekflle mu hii care ! 
ScbD bygaue to tkrjie and cTja, 
Aod ftjthene in iwonyage for lo 1j, 
^zielfe Bcho wolda Cbr-bre V 
L. 196.— iUWyt.] " MyrthiB," Lincoln MS. 
L. 206.— Mn/Ae.] " Haghtene," Lincoln MS. 
L. 314. — WythtocheatTeion.'\ It is of couTse nndentood 
that the king here relalea the previous tale. 

L.215.— JFSwt.] So in the MS., but we certainly ought to 
read wkai. 

L. 241.-7^ lady aauv.] This and the two following lines 
, are omitted in the Lincoln MS., but after 1. 26%, it inserts the 
following : — 

" Hh empeninn giannted hii lights lOi 
like ■ mane tbane <ru hiUe woo, 
That wen that day in the felde.' 
L. 24S.— On kneya scke ftUe.'] In the French romance ehe 
declares her innocence in the most pathetic manner, and ad- 
jures her husband to save her life, reminding him at the same 
time of his marriage oath ;— 

, •• Pen Dies, laitele, OtherloK. 
Or Qflgaide ae In Ua Uea. 
Quant la k lama me pria. 
Tn me jnraa at pleria 
Qna tu la nden con gudanie*, 
Come te tool, li le foint*. 
Oeatitx rd, par Kei enlent, 
8e tu gardet ton lairement ]" 

L.279.— yiw(e.] TheUncoln MS.reads''romauce;''aud$o 
alsoll. 638, 1<195. f 
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L. 383.— The knyghtyi.^ Tbe IJncolD MS. reads :— 

** Two ftqwjnm hir ^lildjT imia 
Id (ted* (bar tluf vera aettg in. 

And iutille nnconthe thede : 
Wlienne leho wu Bemjd that n> w gent' 

L. 391.— 7Ae «W« iDM.] Tbe Lincolo MS. KaAe,-- 

" And aDe wjlaoma it Hmed to i^fata," 

L. 304.— F«y/y.] « Ferlj," Lincoln MS. 
L. 307.— CTjU^Tl " Giene," LiDcoln MS. 
L. ail.— WepU.'] The IaocoId MS. bas " grette," wbicb is 
probabl; tbe correct Teading. 

L.A15.— No fiurther myghl icke jone.] The Idncoln MS. 
reads, " For scbe was lefle allone." 

L.34l.—Wodur.'} " Other," Lincoln MS. 
L. 346.— 7%e lady lett km on a stone.} Instead of this 
and thenest two lines, tbe Lincoln MS. reads, — 

■ Bat lor it was a k^nge bos i-w78», 

Tbe \jOBt» moglita do it no mja ; 

Bot ftirtha llienrit]i k1» leda" 

L. 360. — A gr^ffyn."] This fabulous animal, partlj eagle 
and paitl; lion, is fully described b; Sir John Maundevile. 
See Mr. Way's note in the Prompt Parv. p. 313. It is 
conslandj introduced in Romance liteiature. The French 
Itomance calls the animal a dragon. 

L. 359.— A'ntfHjyiA.] The Lincoln MS. has *ou(A«, which 
is probablj the trne reading. In the next line, thesame MS. 
reads " kepid" instead of " kepe." 

L. 383.— This and the next line are repetitjons of 
11. 346-7. 

L. 4m.— AlU Ttdy tkere.'] This line is placed after 1. 403 
in the Lincoln MS. 

L. 440. — Lyeng.'i " Sowkand hir," Lincoln MS. 

L. 454.— 71W boU they tente."] In Ihe French version this 
incident is much amplified. The crew attempt to persuade 
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her from the danpronB enterpriw, but the onl; preciutioiiB 
tbeiT Bolicitode could prevail on her to adopt are those of a 
religious nature. She confesses herself to the chaplain of the 
vessel, and takes sacred Tcstments and hoi; water with her, 
and so prevails over the lioness. 

L. 476.— There men myghl gamete.^ The Lincoln MS. has 
a far worse reading, — 

" There w» Uume but Ijlffle glee." 

L. 484. — The fame ionde.] A very curious incident is here 
inserted in the Anglo-Norman romance, which will at once 
remind the reader of Spenser's Una. When the queen 
leads the lioness into the ship, the mariners, in a state of 
considerahleperturbalion, threaten to throw the queen andher 
infant overboard, unless their unwelcome visitor will consent 
to make ita retreat The queen soon pacifies them, however, 
by answering for its good behaviour; and, as it evinces no 
disposition to forfeit this character, they set sail, and continue 
for some time to live together very comfortably, " malt chiere- 
ment." One accident only occurs during their voyage to 
disturb this perfect harmony, the incident above alluded lo. 
A drunken and ill-mannered fellow, "un omme ivre et mal 
Qpris," pays his addresses to the queen, and having foiled in 
his eloquence, attempts more violent measures to compass his 
design, which the lioness witnessing, speedily frustrates, by 
tearing him to pieces. The rest of the crew, reverencing the 
virtue of their beautiful companion, and feeling, probably, 
some additional respect for the fangs and teeth of her attendant, 
make no difficulty of acquiescing in a sense of the justice of 
his punishment See Conybeare's Analysis, p. 1 1. 

L. 4m.— And of the lonne iCTne.] The lincoln MS. reads, 
" of the dayes gleme." 

L. ^Q\.— There nere hmde.'\ The Lincoln MS. reads, "es 
scho went" 
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L. 563.— Hyt yi m yeyn.] Tbe Uncoln MS. has,— 

" It « comjiH of gaDiaie binds, 
We alle hjm hDc fat mdjlte giuk" 

L, S66. — Ami to the cj/tt.'\ " To the Giekkes se," Lincoln 
MS. 

L.573. — 7^ wlcryn.] For all particulars relative (o this 
clasi of Rocietj, see Mr. Wright's excellent paper in tlie last 
Tolume of the " Archwologia." 

L. 075.— Ye, who wjfUe tu.} The Lincoln MS. reads,— 

" The g/Mt wiDe I for hjm tdla." 

L. 57S. — Oryhym lellttnay.'] The Lincoln MS. reads, — 

" An le bjm >a telle buj." 

L. 687.— KT. K.] In the French romance, Clement ia SO 
eager to purcbeee the child, having been struck b; his beantf , 
that he exposes himself to no small ridicule by voluntarilj 
purchasing bim at the extravagaDt price of a. hundred pieces 
of gold. Scarcely has he concluded his bargain, before he 
begins to meditate with gieat seriousness on his imprudence, 
and its probable consequences : his meditations, hotieTer, pro- 
duce DO other effect than the additional expense of aa ass, for 
the purpose ofcanying the foang foundling. See Conybeare's 
Analyds, p. 7. 

L. 697.— Tim wu hpi httU rnjf.] The Uncoln MS. 
reads,— 

- And DDto I^noche he leda.' 

L. 601.— Ctt/iyA] " Hajisest," lincoln MS. 
L. 613.— Dame, iryde Clement-I The LincolnMS. reads, — 
" Clemeal tude to }us vyfe tbor 
Sen the childe u geljne so." 
h. e33.— Tiflle that A; come.] Thisandtbe next line aie 
transposed in the Lincoln MS. 
L. mo.—vij.'i " TuelTe," Lincoln MS. 
L. 642.— 7*0 be a chaattgere.'] The Lincoln MS. reads, — 
" To bs a chamidelere." 
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L. 645.— 2b fo.] " Unto," Liucoln MS. 

L. 648.—" To use swjlle mystere," Lincoln MS. 

L. 651. — "A semely sjghte sawe he," Lincoln MS. 

L. 654,—" That semly was to see,* IJncoln MS. 

L. 657,—" For that fowie so fre," lincoln MS. 

L. 660.—" Florent wu bljthe in ble," Lincoln MS. After 
1. 661, the lincoln MS. has a leaf missing. 

L. 672.— Hjwn.] Thia word is repeated in the MS. Flo- 
ren^s fear that the " squjer" should wish to Teliact his bai- 
gain, is somewhat " more than nataial." 

L. 731. — Thou ichalt have mare.'] The reader will obserre 
how carefully Florent's chivalric character is kept up. This 
munificence is in perfect harmony with the conductof the tale. 
In the Auglo-Nonaan romance he says,- 

Qui Die le (aiiai Oeale livias? 
N« Toil pu quo Toua i perdSa ; 

L. 801. — The conduct of the tale here seems to be some- 
what difierent in the Lincoln MS., but a leaf being wanting, 
it is almost impossible to decide that question clearly. It 
appears, however, that in the line MS. the giant wishes to 
strike a bargain with the sultan for his daughter, for f. 103 
begins as follows, this extract reaching to 1. 816of oui test — 
" Merrerlle theroT th jnkea mee. 
If Ihoa and alia this meae nille bif nne, 
1 willa undirtalu to Wynne 

Fueacbe, thai sbonge cete ; 
BM Hensbele thana veedde I wlUe 1" 
Sayd the Sowdaune. " I hiilde thertiUe, 

With tin that it w bee~ 
AiagCDiu appone tliat nnH daje. 
To the Mount-Marina ther the ladj laje, 

The waf e he tnlce fulle rjghle ; 
And hir bade lerer d«de to hafe bene, 
Thane hym Id hii ehtmbir la luie aene. 
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So taOe he ku of Bjghts ! 
Hs H7H, " Lemane, kjme nte be-lyve, 
Thj lorde me hue th« gnunte to n jefe. 

And PueKhe I hab hym hjghW ; 
And I bete (be wilterly 
Tba bjnga berede o( Fnnnce crataoel]', 
Tomomwe nr il be ny^bta !~ 
L. 821.— il ki/ise vylU y vxtnu llu itoghl.} The lancoln 
MS. reads,— 

■"Dud atudle thou haft Ibjna ukjiigB.' 
L. 830.~Aa hgl lay.} " That ilke daje," Eincoln MS. 
L. 863.— AfleT this line, the Lincoln MS. has the foHowmg;, 
not found in our version : — 

Whenns he had aUyne tha bnjgbtea fyrv, 
AgajnB to the WBilei gine he dijTB, 

And over the bretege gime Ije: 
" KfDge Dagaberds of FraoDce," he aajde, 
' Come tbtwlta and ^hle a bnyde, 

For thi cnrtBaye. 
For I willa witbe noiie other l^ght, 
TU b«Tede I bafe my lenwne bighte, 

Scho sails me ^ue with thI ; 
And ir thou ne wille noghls do so, 
Alls Ibi) cele I wille arer^. 

All di^ei tbuK aalle Ihaj dj V 
Grate dols it woe thane tor to see 
The Borowe that «u id that cats, 

Botbe with olds and lOnga ; 
For thet was notber bjnge ne knyghle. 
That with that geauat tluma donls ffghts. 

He waa so loDlle a thynge I 
And ay i-whills Angeons with bii ataffo, 
Hanj a giete bofets he gaffe, 

And the wallea doinia gaua ba dynge', 
And thane gane aDe the pepille ciye 
Uato Ood, and to mylde Marye, 

With soroBO and giete wepynge !" • 

L. H58.—7Tie chylde harkenyd.'\ After this line, the Un- 
coin MS. has the three following : — 
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" Oon tTDgB lieda hew ha h^fale 
The Sowduie dogbeter tbtt et to birgbte, 
Far icb* aolde ijtaa liym IbeoiH." 

L. B62. This and the next two lines are omitted in the 
linuoln MS. 

L. 866. Instead of thig, and the eight following lineB, the 
Lincoln MS> Teade as followfl : — 

^ A I ]ordti, nhj ever ih^a m^j mens hjtn Aie&t? 
Me thjfike I mjghta do alle his nede. 

And I were ATinede rjglite 1" 
StTia Ctemeat, " And Ihou Iheior ipeke, 
1 trow I ulle Ibyae lieds bieks, 

For hod thou of hjnie a Bj^hte, 
For silo thii ale wolde thou [not] h^da, 
Bot lalte a-VBjIrarde wold Qua ijde, 

Ha a so Ibwle a wj^ta T' 
" A ! fndir,*' he laid, " takea to uone ills, 
For with the geaant fighte 1 wiUe, 

To lake if I dare bjde; 
And bot I Uttei anoede be, 
[ solle DT^te lett, » moto t the, 

That I ne salle lo hjme ryda." 
Clement aaide, " Seue Qtoa willt Sai9, 
I haia anuoiuei snjlks als thsj are, 

I salli^ thnme lene the this tjde ; 

•• Fadir," he sajd, " alio «8 wonna, 

He gyffe I noghle a chide 1" 
" Bot, tadii'," ho «»yde, " I jow praje, 
That ire ne make DO more ddaj'e, 

Bot ^le I iraie djghte ; 
Foi I wolde noght fbr thia alt. 
That another mane before me 

Undir.tuke that lyghla." 
"Nb;! nay r 9Hbe ClemeDl, " I andirtake, 
That ther wille nona swjllie majrati^t make, 

Nother kjDge ne knyght ; 
Bot Qod tone aende the grace wirchipe to wjne, 
And lata me nerer hate peielle therin. 

To the dede if Ihou be d^hte." 
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L. 913.— So hrffght.'] " Unbryghte," Lincoln MS. The 
■atiiical meaniDg implied in out text seems preferable. 

L. 934.— fireme,] " Brene," UdcoId MS, 

h.mi.—TTiechyldei.} " His," Lincoln MS. ThUiaa 
betlei reading. See the previous line. 

L. 957.— P%M.] "Lawes," Lincoln MS. The three liuea 
following tiiis are omitted in the same MS. 

L. 963. — The lotke y wylle yow *ay.] A vei; common 
expression in old romances. B; an accident, loIkU in a simi- 
lar line in Andelaj'a Poems, p. 68, is misprinted logle. The 
mistake was owing to some sheets of that work having been 
avcidentallj ordered for press before the final corrections bad 
been made. 

L. 970.— Egur.'] " Sory," Lincoln MS. 

L. 983.— 7%e ffyaunt noouTnyif.] The lincoln MS. reads, 
"be slewe the geaunt" 

L. tool.— Ayr(uflelA<re.] " Smkott in b;r haulle,'' Uncoln 
MS. 

L. 1009.— Hge.] So in the MS. Qu. %e ? 

L. 10l9.-Rode.'i " Wolde," Lincoln MS. 

L. 1034. " Fulle many a Sarazene made he to blede," lin- 
coln MS. 

L. 106fi.— " That he ne fellede thame bjdene," IJncoln 
MS. 

L. 1072.— Egtir.'] " Hedouse," Lincoln MS. It would be 
difficult to point out a passage in the old romances more des- 
criptive of an angry Sultan than the present. 

L. 1088. — " And one his coloure and one his lyre," Uncoln 
MS. 

1097.— "That was fulle faire of blode and bane," Lincoln 
MS. 

L. 1113.— Or %f.] "Orthysdaje," Lincoln MS. 

L. 1119. — They wende he had be lome,'} After this line, 
the following curious incident is related in llie Lincoln MS : — 
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" And whenoe he come naar the cet£, 
Agsjne bym wenle kyngea th™. 

And the Emperoure rode byforoe; 
And lo the pnlarH the childe «u broghte, 
Pdle liche ntjre thaj (at bja xighte, 
Of galde and ijlier wheiie ; 
Heoe callede hjm Flonut of Pumche,] 
For (huB iu romance talde it es, 

Thoghe he Ihet wen ueghte boms ; 
And CInnent tm tba duldea ulie 
FuUa bin to coiute Ihsy gaoe take. 

And gaffe hym ftilb xicha vede^ 
One Bofte wgea wu he Ktl, 
Amoi^ grete lerdeA at the mete 

And Beryeda oC many riche brede. 
The chjlds wB> sett with grete hguawre 
Bytwjze the kynge end the empeioare. 

His mete thaj gane hjmschiede; 
He vaB Ao cortajie and ao botda 
Tlial alle bym lavede ymge and olds 

For hia dt^bety dede 



r, alil 



Tlie oh3de aolde be linyghte tbat other daye, 

No lenger nolde tbay habyde. 
HI) (tyre of golde ma wrr^bte, 
Byfbre the empsronie (he childe ma broghte, 

A tyng on aythii lyde. 
The kyng of Fnmnco byflirs hym jods, 
With mynalrajlei flille many and gode, 

And lede hym np with pryde ; 
Clement to the mynatralles gan go. 
And gafe lome a Mroka, and some two, 

There darste noghU one habyde! 
Clement ao aerye was Ihat dayo 
For alle thaire «o»tea that hs »lde paye, 

That he gane wepe wele oore ; 
And vhilla the kyngee daumuede in the halle, 
Clement tuke thaiie mantilli alle, 

And to hu hawse thame bare j 
Thane the l^ngea gane thaire maulilla myse. 
And ilko mane aabede after hiSr 

Where thay bycomene were; 
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Thine nron Ckmsnt b; Oodda diTe, 
Pat y>an mete nwale je paje, 

Then.att alls Iha krugca loglis, 
Than irn joje aai gwnane y-nogbe 

The kjrnge of Fnuaoe with heil fol hjne, 
Boid, " Clsmaat, brjnge the mantilg tgtyaa. 

For I ulle paje for slla," 
Cloment thurfror iru fuUe bljtbe, 
And hoiDB he Tone all vt iw^the 

And to tha pslsTi tba miuiUls ban, 

And downe he letta Ibune Ule ; 
The bnrdei wen eett and caverde die. 
Childe Flonnt wu bioghte into the hauUe 
With Tulla maldlle prene." 

L. 113e,~^« teende kyt had ben merckandyte.'] litis 
amusing incident is not found in the Cottonian MS. The 
preceding line is of course to betaken Batiricallj. lliispaTtof 
the tale is conducted io it different manner in tbe Lincoln MS. 

L. 1163.— JW XX. potrnde.] The Lincoln MS. reads 
"thritt;," which does not agree with what is saidpreriousljat 
1.687. 

L. 1168.— fWie,] "Als," Lincoln MS. 

L. 1170.—" Tboghe he ne wiste whate he highte," Lincoln 
MS., which is on the whole a better reading. 

L. 1175,— iSyr JTormt.] In the Anglo-Norman romance, 
the ceremony of knighthood is delayed b; the interposition of 
the worthy Clement, who, bearing a most rooted antipathj to 
the profession of arms, uses all his eloquence to persuade the 
king from bestowing, and his foster sod &om leceinng, so un- 
profitable and perilous a dignity. These kind-hearted exei- 
tiona, however, serve only to draw upon him the ridicule and 
gaberie of the whole assembly; and, indeed, both heie and 
elsewhere, the poet seems to have aimed at enlivening his fic- 
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don b; coDUasting tlie eimplicit; and bou^eoisie of the Til&in 
, with the heioic deportment of bis more elevated characters. 
The cereiDon;, then, of investing Florent with his spurs was 
the nest morning performed bj the king himself, before the 
l^e of Clement respecting his origin had been revealed. See 
Conjfbeare's Analjeis, p. 36. 

L. 1207.— fiyjAf] "Heghe," Lincoln MS. 

L. 1255.— -This and the next triplet are transposed in the 
lincoln MS. 

L. 1273.—^ batle,'] " A fote-balle," Lincoln MS. This is 
a curious early notice of that game. The earliest mention of 
the apoit produced by Stnitt is in 1349. See his " Sports and 
Pastimes," ed. Hone, p. 100. 

L. 1274.— "A mete-forme he gatt percas," Lincoln MS. 

L. 1277.-7i_;.] " Ten," Lincoln MS. 

L. 1384— AUe (Ae,] "The hejthene," Lhicoln MS. 

L. 1385. — There axe manj variations and much additional 
matter in the Anglo-Nonnan romance. When the Sultan 
heaid of Florent's escape, and the loss of bis men, he was irri- 
tated bejond aU bounds, and vented his rage upon his idol 
Mahomet, giving him four blows with his truncheon, and 
declaring him to be of less value than a brace of dead dogs. 
Mahomet was, however, somewhat recompensed for his bruises, 
by the grateful , though silent, praises and thanks bestowed on 
him by the love-sick Marsabelle, for thus kindly conniving at 
the escape of her admirer. Afterwards, when the king of 
France was nearly vanquished in the battle with the Saracens, 
perceiving that no human efforts could avail to extricate 
himself and his people from their calamitous ^tuation, he 
addresses himself ferventiy, though hastily, to the Deity. 
Scarcely had he uttered the prayer, when twenty thousand 
warriors, mounted on milk-white steeds, and clad in armour 
of the same colour, and of a most dazzling brightness, were 
seen rapidly to descend from the heights of Montmartre. On 
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their nearer approach, it was discovered that this angelic 
chivalry waa headed bj the illustrious chaiapioD of Christi- 
aaitf , St. Georf^e ; and it is almoat oeedleas to add that their 
interpontioa at once turned the scale of battle in iaiour of 
their TOtaries, For other particulars we must refer the reader 
to Conjheare's Analysis. 

L. 1295.— n^fu be-ttadd.'] " Had spede," lincoln MS. 

L. 1312.— iTnyjAl.] « Wyghte," Lincoln MS. 

L. 1331.— 7%e.] "That,''IJncoInHS. The same variation 
occurs in the next line. 

L. i333.—FyjQ " Sjte," Lincoln MS. 

L. ISiO—Son.^ " Sory," Lincoln MS. 

L. 1370.— Ofyran.] The Lincoln MS. here and in other 
places calls this damEcl Olyve. 

L. 13S2.— Be ihe rever tgde.'] The Lincoln MS. reads,- 
*' Oirle of dw cuteUfl gane thay goo 
By the nren ajde." 

L. H49.— flrroely.] " Brjmly," lincoln MS., which ia a 
better reading. The same MS. has the next two lines trans- 
posed. 

L. 1467. — Into a.] "Appone a fulle," lincoln MS. 

L. 1470.— 2K« touofon th^ (oMe.] The Lincoln MS. has 
" the sowdans telde," *. e, tent, which ia evidently the true 
reading. 

L. 148d. — For ye have lome yotm-e pTyde.l This inddent of 
Clement stealing the wonderful horse is related with much 
force in the version printed by Weber. We nuHS here his 
going into Spain and other countries to obtain the guise and 
mauner of a pilgrim, their tales and songs. The stratagem in 
our test is worhed with much greater ease, and it is somewhat 
remarkable that the curious condition that do one could ride 
the boise "but a bloman be hym bysjde," is altogether 

This part of the verMon in Weber's edition is worth 
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quotioff, and we tberefoie take the opportanitj of giving a 
•petnmen of it : — 

Scbe aejds. " Yf je denketh apedc, 
To m J tile DOW laketh beie ; 
Hj hdjr halh ■□ liaroed stede 

OfAnbye. 

Wlijk be lijm huh dor hjm night linde 

Of jooi msyrtiTa. 

" No maa nu; on that ilede lyde 

Bat a Uomu be hjm bjijde, 

That hsth j.kepte hjm ftr abd wjde 

Fram Oreoe to Troje ; 
For he hjm maheth, mlh moche pride, 

" The ooye js with h j> hsndji two, 
ClHppynde togedere to and trt> ; 
He j« swjftjr Ihaii on j roo 

TTuder Ijnde, 
In ech batojie bo veil slo 

Before and behjnde. 
lijie 

TbBD wj'd Clement, " He achall be Mole 

With »HU qneyn^t ;" — 
Aod bad that cooiuell schuld be bob 

Btylle jn Farji. 
I^L and pahn, schryppe and aTavejn, 
He d^hte bym ai a palmer qnejnt o( gyn ; 
Be Sejne water, leyd tbe L>^, 

Withoat boat, 
HaiTnen hym broghls to the maiyn 

He tamede abowte Qalyi and Spajne, 
Lumbaidye and aliw Almeyne ; 
Of other pahoers be gan tnjae 

Leajngea quajnte. 
Aa ech man bdiovyd tbat yi ys payno 

Hya tale pajnto. 
Be the Soadanes est whan he was come, 
Well faaslyljcbe he was y-nome ; 
Before the Soudan, the greet gome, 

Semnlee hjnx breghle. 
Now herkeneth, frendel all and um. 

How Clement wroght ! 
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The Soadaa aafaeds, vhsniisi be cBm. 
He K^de he came bo JenmloD, 
Fram the lepolcn of Bedlem, 
In pjIgrBmBge,— 
" And ther j bave letto mjii em 
For strong )ioAtag& 
Wlumnn be wai meo goo bjin freyue : 
Hesejdehe wuofGieet-BieleTne, — 
" Id Ailaar'a coon ■ man of Diajne 
I have y-be jan : 
Of hja greet hen j wu irarde jne 

Bene yers and nnwe." 
For to biers the Soodann ye 
Queynte teiji^ps he gan to Ije, 
And leyde he hadde lemed marchalaye, 

Both ibr and neygh ; 
In Tnde, Europe. Aufi/ke, and Aaje, 

Ther nas noon so tieygh ; 
And all iDMier of hon be knew, 
Botbe (be lake und (be Tertu. 
•■ Thei ys, be sayde, Criilen nejther Jew 
That conne me teche." 
The Soadan thai waa blat othew, 

Logb of bye specbe. 
The Soudan Hyde : " T bsTe a ilede," — 
(He iwere aa Mahon ncbuld hyiu apede), 
" Yf thou kanst telle aU the deda 
Ofhytkande, 
Tbon whalt have of lae riche meds 
Ere that thou waude." 

The iledo was brogbt out of atable ; 
The blonau hym ladde with a cable, 
Tho seyde Clement : " Without bble, 



" Thygya a itede of Arabje, 
Be hy> horn I gan byt aspye, 
An UDjcom, wilh greet mayati 

Begat hyt there 
A nibyle, y ee byl witb my ye 
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He kjgbi before hym and behynde 

Id kIi bataf le. 
Ther nyi no niBii of Cryslen lijnde 

That mfgbte the auyle. 
Wbyle Ihon on thy itede ho»y>t" — 
llio hadde the Sondan wonder meat. 
And aeyde ; " Palmer, rjgbUy thoa aiCBt 

All tbemaner. 
Darsl Ihou ryile upon Ibya beat 
To tie ryyere, 
" And water bjm tliat thou ne falls t 
TbBnnB wylle we aeye among ns all. 
That thou bast be yn Artouryi halle 

Hya ptys marscballe. 
And therfbie a robe of rycbe patle 



Clement aere (be itede atapte, 

Se whyalede and bye bendya dapte ; 

Tbo^h 0odea grace well be haple, — 

He naa nogbt ydell, — 
In (be atedei moath he rapla 

Ad huge brydel. 
The brydel wea made ofchaynya, 
Or grete baapya wet the reynya, 
Eries, barona, knygbtear and awaynee 



Hff 


ir he lepte with myght and mi 


lynos 




OntbeXedeback; 




Am 


i with a peyre aporya of Speyi 


ae, 


He 


amot the stede with mjght u 


,dmay» 


Ani 


i rood rygbt orer tbe water ol 


fSeyne 




Bygbttolheeyte. 




Th. 


B Emperonr of Almeyne 
Thatayghlgaoae, 





And lette opene the getlye wyde, 
And Clement yu began to ryde. 
The Soudan b^an up hya godea cbjde 

For that myachaunce. 
Clement prewntede with that atede 

The Kyng of Fraunce. 

L. 1500.— y/Ayi.] The Lincoln MS. reads,- 

" So prodly if I moghte speile." 
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L. 1607. From tbis line to 1. 1938 inclusiTe, the Uncoln 
US. IB imperfect, having been torn down the middle ; 
1. 1549 to 1. 162Sinclasive are quite wanting; and 1. 1626 to 
1. 1659 are very imperfect in that MS., which has been aadi; 
mutilated in this place. 

L. 1651.— mih.] " With grete," IJnooln M8. 

L. 1664.— H«.] " He there," Lincoln MS. 

L. 1660. This and the next triplet are transposed in the 
Lincoln MS., and II. 1672^ are omitted. 

L. 1677. — Kepyd.'] ".emede,'' Lincolu MS. 

L. 1682.— Hyj.] " His faire," Lincoln MS. 

L. 1713.— ronne.] " Belie,' Lincoln MS. 

L. 1721. — What wondur jms.] The IJncoln MS, reads, — 

" There wu joyo anil gamene ynowghe." 
L. 172S.'-Hyi w^e and hyt taayt^ Instead of this and the 
two following lines, the Lincoln MS. thus concludes,— 

And bia two aonnea alao, 
And wilh lliame man; DUB mo, 

Home thjina gaoe Ihaj lyde. 
And Uiui aadu OctoieaiH, 
That to his tyme was i di^ely mase. 

Wllh Cie giBCfl of Mary free ! 
Nov, Jlieftu, Lorde of bflvene kytige, 
Thou gjffe ua alle thi dere bljssyoge. 
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